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FRAMLEY PARSONAGE 


CHAPTER XXIV 
Magna est Veritas 

I T WAS made known to the teadet that in the early part of 
the winter Mr. Sowerby had a scheme for retrieving his 
lost fortunes, and setting himself tight in the worl^ by 
marrying that rich heiress. Miss Dunstable. I fear my friend 
Sowerby does not, at present, stand high in the estimation 
of those who have come on with me thus far in this narra- 
tive. He has been described as a spendthrift and gambler, 
and as one scarcely honest in his extravagance and gamb- 
ling. But nevertheless there are worse men than Mr. Sower- 
by, and I am not prepared to say that, should he be success- 
ful with Miss Dunstable, that lady would choose by any 
means the worst of the suitors who are continually throw- 
ing themselves at her feet. Reckless as this man always ap- 
peared to be, reckless as he absolutely was, there was still 
within his heart a desire for better things, and in his mind 
an understanding that he had hitherto missed the career of 
an honest English gentleman.He was proudof his position 
as member for his county, though hitherto he had done so 
little to grace it; he was proud of his domain at Chaldicotes, 
though the possession of it had so nearly passed out of his 
own hands; he was proud of the old blood that flowed in 
his veins; and he was proud also of that easy, comfortable, 
gay manner, which went so far in the world’s judgment to 
atone for his extravagance and evil practices. If only he 
could get another chance, as he now said to himself, things 
should go very differently with him. He would utterly for- 
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2 Framley Parsonage 

sweat the whole company of Tozers. He would cease to 
deal in bills, and to pay heaven only knows how many hun- 
dred per cent, for his moneys. He would no longer prey 
upon his friends, and would redeem his title-deeds from the 
clutches of the Duke of Omnium. If only he could get an- 
other chance! 

Miss Dunstable’s fortune would do all this and ever so 
much more, and then, moreover. Miss Dunstable was a wo- 
man whom he really liked. She was not soft, feminine, or 
pretty, nor was she very young; but she was clever, self- 
possessed, and quite able to hold her own in any class; and 
as to age, Mr. Sowerby was not very young himsekf In 
making such a match he would have no cause of shame. He 
could speak of it before his friends without fear of their 
grimaces, and ask them to his house, with the full assurance 
that the head of his table would not disgrace him. And then 
as the scheme grew clearer and clearer to him, he declared 
to himself that if he should be successful, he wotdd use her 
well, and not rob her of her money — ^beyond what was ab- 
solutely necessary. 

He had intended to have laid his fortunes at her feet at 
Chaldicotes; but the lady had been coy. Then the deed was 
to have been done at Gatherum Castle, but the lady ran 
away from Gatherum Casde just at the time on which he 
had fixed. And since that, one circumstance after another 
had postponed the affair in London, till now at last he was 
resolved that he would know his fate, let it be what it might. 
If he could not contrive that things should speedily be ar- 
ranged, it might come to pass that he would be altogether 
debarred from presenting himself to the lady as Mr. Sower- 
by of Chaldicotes. Tidings had reached him, through Mr. 
Fothergill, that the duke would be glad to have matters 
arranged; and Mr. Sowerby well knew the meaning of that 
message. 

Mr. Sowerby was not fighting this campaign alone, with- 
out the aid of any ally. Indeed, no man ever had a more 
trusty ally in any campaign than he had in this. And it was 
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this ally, the only faithful comrade that clung to him through 
good and ill during his whole hfe, who first put it into Ms 
head that Miss Dunstable was a woman and might be niar- 
ried. 

“A hundred needy adventurers have attempted it, and 
failed already,” Mr. Sowerby had said, when the plan was 
first proposed to him. 

“But, nevertheless, she will some day marry some one; 
and why not you as well as another?” his sister had answer- 
ed. For Mrs. Harold Smith was the ally of whom I have 
spoken. 

Mrs. Harold Smith, whatever may have been her faults, 
could boast of this virtue — ^that she loved her brother. He 
was probably the only human being that she did love. Chil- 
dren she had none; and as for her husband, it had never 
occurred to her to love him. She had married him for a 
position; and being a clever woman, with a good digestion 
and command of her temper, had managed to get through 
the world without much of that unhappiness which usually 
follows ill-assorted marriages. At home she managed to 
keep the upper hand, but she did so in an easy, good-hum- 
oured way that made her rule bearable; and away from home 
she assisted her lord’s political standing, though she laugh- 
ed more keenly than any one else at his foibles. But the lord 
of her heart was her brother; and in all his scrapes, all his 
extravagance, and aU his recklessness, she had ever been 
willing to assist him. With the view of doing this she had 
sought the intimacy of Miss Dunstable, and for the last year 
past had indulged every caprice of that lady. Or rather, she 
had had the wit to learn that Miss Dunstable was to be won, 
not by the indulgence of caprices, but by free and easy inter- 
course, with a dash of fun, and, at any rate, a semblance of 
honesty. Mrs. Harold Smith was not, perhaps, herself very 
honest by disposition; but in these latter days she had taken 
up a theory of honesty for the sake of Miss Dunstable — ^not 
altogether in vain, for Miss Dxmstable and Mrs. Harold 
Smith were certainly very intimate. 
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“If I am to do it at all, I must not wait any longer,” said 
Mr. Sowerby to his sister a day or two after the final break- 
down of the gods. The affection of the sister for the brother 
may be imagined from the fact that at such a time she could 
give up her min d to such a subject. But, in truth, her hus- 
band’s position as a cabinet minister was as nothing to her 
compared with her brother’s position as a county gentle- 
man. 

“One tim e, is as good as another,” said Mrs. Harold 
Smith. 

“You mean that you would advise me to ask her at once. ’ ’ 

“Certainly. But you must remember, Nat, that you will 
have no easy task. It will not do for you to kneel down and 
swear that you love her.” 

“If I do it at aU, I shall certainly do it without kneeling — 
you may be sure of that, Harriet.” 

“Yes, and without swearing that you love her. There is 
only one way in which you can be successful with Miss 
Dunstable — ^you must teU her the truth. ” 

“What! tell her that I am ruined, horse, foot, and dra- 
goons, and then bid her help me out of the mire?” 

“Exactly: that will be your only chance, strange as it may 
appear.” 

“This is very different from what you used to say, down 
atChaldicotes.” 

“So it is; but I know her much better than I did when we 
were there. Since then I have done but little else than study 
the freaks of her character. If she really likes you — and I 
think she does — she could forgive you any other crime but 
that of swearing that you loved her.” 

“I should hardly know how to propose without saying 
something about it.” 

“But you must say nothing — ^not a word; you must tell 
her that you are a gentleman of good blood and high sta- 
tion, but sadly out at elbows.” 

“She knows that already.” 

“Of course she does; but she must know it as coming 
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ditecdy from your own mouth. And then tell her that you 
propose to set yourself right by marrying her — ^by marry- 
ing her for the sake of her money.” 

“That win hardly win her, I should say.” 

“If it does not, no other way, that I know of, will do so. 
As I told you before, it will be no easy task. Of course you 
must make her understand that her happiness shall be cared 
for; but that must not be put prominently forward as your 
object. Your first object is her money, and your only chance 
for success is in telling the truth.” 

“It is very seldom that a man finds himself in such a 
position as that,” said Sowerby, walking up and down his 
sister’s room; “and, upon my word, I don’t think I am up to 
the task. I should certainly break down. I don’t believe 
there’s a man in London could go to a woman with such a 
story as that, and then ask her to marry him.” 

“If you cannot, you may as well ^ive it up,” said Mrs. 
Harold Smith. “But if you can do it — ^if you can go through 
with it in that manner — ^my own opinion is that your ch^ce 
of success would not be bad. The fact is,” added the sister 
after awhile, during which her brother was continuing his 
walk and meditating on the difficulties of his position — 
“the fact is, you men never understand a woman; you give 
her credit neither for her strength, nor for her weakness. 
You are too bold, and too timid; you think she is a fool and 
tell her so, and yet never can tmst her to do a kind action. 
Why should she not marry you with the intention of doing 
you a good turn? After all, she would lose very Uttle: there 
is the estate, and if she redeemed it, it would belong to her 
as weU as to you.” 

“It would be a good turn, indeed. I fear I should be too 
modest to put it to her in that way .” 

“Her position would be much better as your wife than it 
is at present. You are good-humoured and good-tempered, 
you would intend to treat her well, and, on the whole, she 
would be much happier as Mrs. Sowerby, of Chaldicotes, 
than she can be m her present position.” 
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“If she cared about being married, I suppose she could 
be a peer’s wife to-morrow.” 

“But I don’t think she cares about being a peer’s wife. A 
needy peer might perhaps win her in the way that I propose 
to you; but then a needy peer would not know how to set 
about it. Needy peers have tried — ^half a dozen I have no 
doubt — and have failed because they have pretended that 
they were in love with her. It may be difficult, but your only 
chance is to tell her the truth.” 

“And where shall I do it?” 

“Here if you choose; but her own house will be better.” 

“But I never can see her there — at least, not alone. I be- 
lieve that she never is alone. She always keeps a lot of people 
round her in order to stave off her lovers. Upon my word, 
Harriet, I think I’ll give it up. It is impossible that I should 
make such a declaration to her as that you propose.” 

“Faint heart, Nat ^you know the rest. ” 

“But the poet never alluded to such wooing as that you 
have suggested. I suppose I had better begin with a sched- 
ule of my debts, and make reference, if she doubts me, to 
Fothergill, the sheriff’s officers, and the Tozer family.” 

“She will not doubt you, on that head; nor wiU she be a 
bit surprised.” 

Then there was agaici a pause, during which Mr. Sower- 
by still w^ked up and down the room, thinking whether or 
no he might possibly have any chance of success in so 
hazardous an enterprise. 

“I tell you what, Harriet,” at last he said; “I wish you’d 
doitforme.” 

“Well,” said she, “if you really mean it, I will make the 
attempt.” 

“I am sure of this, that I shah, never make it myself. I 
positively should not have the courage to tell her in so many 
words, that I wanted to marry her for her money.” 

“Well, Nat, I will attempt it. At any rate, I am not afraid 
of her. She and I are excellent friends, and, to tell the truth, 

I think I like her better than any other woman that I knowj 
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but I never should have been intimate vdth her, had it not 
been for your sake.’’ 

“And now you will have to quarrel with her, also for my 
sake?” 

“Not at all. You’ll find that whether she accedes to my 
proposition or not, we shall continue friends. I do not think 
that she would die for me — ^nor I for her. But as the world 
goes we suit each other. Such a little trifle as this will not 
break our loves.” 

And so it was settled. On the following day Mrs. Harold 
Smith was to find an opportunity of explaining the whole 
matter to Miss Dunstable, and was to ask that lady to share 
her fortune; — some incredible number of thousands of 
pounds — ^with the bankrupt member for West Barsetshite, 
who in return was to bestow on her — himself and his debts. 

Mrs. Harold Smith had spoken no more than the truth in 
sajdng that she and Miss Dunstable suited one another. 
And she had not improperly described their friendship. 
They were not prepared to die, one for the sake of the 
other. They had said nothing to each other of mutual love 
and affection. They never kissed, or cried, or made speeches, 
when they met or when they parted. There was no great 
benefit for which either had to be grateful to the other; no 
terrible injury which either had forgiven. But they suited 
each other; and this, I take it, is the secret of most of our 
pleasantest intercourse in the world. 

And it was almost grievous that they should suit each 
other, for Miss Dunstable was much the worthier of the 
two, had she but known it herself. It was almost to be lam- 
ented that she should have found herself able to live with 
Mrs. Harold Smith on terms that were perfectly satisfactory 
to herself. Mrs. Harold Smith was worldly, heartless — ^to 
all the world but her brother — and, as has been above hint- 
ed, almost dishonest. Miss Dimstable was not worldly, 
though it was possible that her present style of life might 
make her so; she was affectionate, fond of truth, and prone 
to honesty, if those around would but allow her to exercise 
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it. But she was fond of ease and humour, sometimes of wit 
that might almost be called broad, and she had a thorough 
love of ridiculing the world’s humbugs. In all these pro- 
pensities Mrs. Harold Smith indulged her. 

Under these circumstances they were now together al- 
most every day. It had become quite a habit with Mrs. 
Harold Smith to have herself driven early in the forenoon 
to Miss Dunstable’s house; and that lady, though she could 
never be found alone by Mr. Sowerby, was habitually so 
found by his sister. And after that they would go out to- 
gether, or each separately, as fancy or the business of the 
day might direct them. Each was easy to the other in this 
alliance, and they so managed that they never trod on each 
other’s corns. 

On the day following the agreement made between Mr. 
Sowerby and Mrs. Harold Smith, that lady as usual called 
on Miss Dunstable, and soon foxind herself alone with her 
friend in a small room which the heiress kept solely for her 
own purposes. On special occasions persons of various 
sorts were there admitted; occasionally a parson who had a 
Church to build, or a dowager laden with the last morsel of 
town slander, or a poor author who could not get due pay- 
ment for the efforts of his brain, or a poor governess on 
whose feeble stamina the weight of the world had borne 
too hardly. But men who by possibility could be lovers did 
not make their way thither, nor women who could be bores . 
In these latter days, that is, during the present London sea- 
son, the doors of it had been oftener opened to Mrs. Harold 
Smith than to any other person. 

And now the effort was to be made with the object of 
which all this intimacy had been effected. As she came thi- 
ther in her carriage, Mrs. Harold Smith herself was not 
altogether devoid of that sinking of the heart which is 
so ftequently the forerunner of any difficult and hazard- 
ous undertaking- She had declared that she would feel no 
few in making the little proposition. But she did feel some- 
thing very like it: and when she made her entrance into the 
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little toom she cettainly wished that the work was done and 
over. 

“How is poor Mr. Smith to-day?” asked Miss Dunstable, 
with an air of mock condolence, as her friend seated herself 
in her accustomed easy-chair. The downfall of the gods was 
as yet a history hardly three days old, and it might well be 
supposed that the late lord of the Petty Bag had hardly re- 
covered from his misfortune. 

“Well, he is better, I think, this morning; at least I should 
judge so from the manner in which he comronted his eggs. 
But still I don’t like the way he handles the carving-knife. I 
am sure he is always thinking of Mr. Supplehouse at those 
moments.” 

“Poor man! I mean Supplehouse. After all, why shouldn’t 
he follow his trade as well as another? Live and let Uve, 
that’s what I say.” 

“Ay, but it’s kiU and let kiU with him. That is what 
Horace says. However I am tired of all that now, and I 
came here to-day to talk about something else.” 

“I rather like Mr. Supplehouse myself,” exclaimed Miss 
Dunstable. “He never makes any bones about the matter. 
He has a certain work to do, and a certain cause to serve — 
namely, his own; and in order to do that work, and serve 
that cause, he uses such weapons as God has placed in his 
hands.” 

“That’s what the wild beasts do.” 

“And where will you find men honester than they? The 
tiger tears you up because he is hungry and wants to eat 
you. That’s what Supplehouse does. But there are so many 
among us tearing up one another without any excuse of 
hunger. The mere pleasure of destroyiug is reason enough. ’ ’ 

“Well, my dear, my mission to you to-day is certainly 
not one of destruction, as you will admit when you hear it. 
It is one, rather, very absolutely of salvation. I have come 
to make love to you.” 

“Then the salvation, I suppose, is not for myself,” said 
Miss Dunstable. 
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It was qtiite clear to Mrs. Harold Smith that Miss Dun- 
stable had immediately understood the whole purport of 
tMs visit, and that she was not in any great measure surpris- 
ed. It did not seem from the tone of the heiress’s voice, or 
ficom the serious look which at once settled on her face, 
that she would be prepared to give a very ready compliance. 
But then great objects can only be won with great eflForts. 

“That’s as may be,” said Mrs. Harold Smith. “For you 
and another also, I hope. But I trust, at any rate, that I may 
not offend you?” 

“Oh, laws, no; nothing of that kind ever offends me 
now.” 

“Well, I suppose you’re used to it.” 

“Like the eels, my dear. I don’t mind it the least in the 
world — only sometimes, you know, it is a little tedious.” 

“I’ll endeavour to avoid that, so I may as weU break the 
ice at once. You know enough of Nathaniel’s affairs to be 
aware that he is not a very rich man.” 

“Since you do ask me about it, I suppose there’s no harm 
in saying that I believe him to be a very poor man.” 

“Not the least harm in the world, but just the reverse. 
Whatever may come of this, my wish is that the truth should 
be told scrupulously on all sides; the truth, the whole truth, 
and nothing but the tmth. ” 

Magna est veritas” said Miss Dunstable. “The Bishop 
of Barchester taught me as much Latin as that at Chaldi- 
cotes; and he did add some more, but there was a long word, 
and I forgot it.” 

“The bishop was quite right, my dear, I’m sure. But if 
you go to your Latin, I’m lost. As we were just now saying, 
my brother’s pecuniary affairs are in a very bad state. He 
has a beautiful property of his own, which has been in the 
family for I can’t say how many centuries — ^long before the 
Conquest, I know.” 

“I wonder what my ancestors were then?” 

“It does not much signify to any of us,” said Mrs. Harold 
Smith, with a moral shake of her head, “what our ancestors 



Magna est Veritas h 

were; but it’s a sad thing to see an old property go to ruin.” 

“Yes, indeed; we none of us Uke to see our property go- 
ing to ruin, whether it be old or new. I have some of that 
sort of feeling already, although mine was only made the 
other day out of an apothecary’s shop.” 

“God forbid that I should ever help you to ruin it,” said 
Mrs. Harold Smith. “I should be sorry to be the means of 
your losing a ten-pound note.” 

Magna est veritas, as the dear bishop said,” exclaimed 
Miss Dunstable. “Let us have the truth, the whole truth, 
and nothing but the truth, as we agreed just now. ” 

Mrs. Harold Smith did begin to find that the task before 
her was difficult. There was a hardness about Miss Dun- 
stable when matters of business were concerned on which 
it seemed almost impossible to make any impression. It was 
not that she had evinced any determination to refuse the 
tender of Mr. Sowerby’s hand; but she was so painfully 
resolute not to have dust thrown in her eyesi Mrs. Harold 
Smith had commenced with a mind fixed upon avoiding 
what she called humbug; but this sort of humbug had be- 
come so prominent a part of her usual rhetoric, that she 
found it very hard to abandon it. 

“And that’s what I wish,” said she. “Of course my chief 
object is to secure my brother’s happiness.” 

“That’s very unkind to poor Mr. Harold Smith. ” 

“Well, well, well — ^you know what I mean.” 

“Yes, I think I do know what you mean. Your brother is 
a gentleman of good family, but of no means . ” 

“Not quite so bad as that.” 

“Of embarrassed means, then, or anything that you wiU; 
whereas I am a lady of no family, but of suflSdent wealth. 
You think that if you brought us together and made a 
match of it it would be a very good thing for — ^for whom?” 
said Miss Dunstable. 

“Yes, exactly,” said Mrs. Harold Smith. 

“For which of us? Remember the bishop now and his 
nice little bit of Latin.” 
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“For Nathaniel then,” said Mrs. Harold Smith, boldly. 
“It would be a very good thing for him.” And a slight 
smile came across her face as she said it. “Now that’s hon- 
est, or the mischief is in it.” 

“Yes, that’s honest enough. And did he sent you here to 
teUmethis?” 

“Well, he did that, and something else.” 

“And now let’s have the something else. The really im- 
portant part, I have no doubt, has been spoken.” 

“No, by no means, by no means all of it. But you are so 
hard on one, my dear, with your running after honesty, that 
one is not able to teU the real facts as they are. You make 
one speak in such a bald, naked way.” 

“Ah, you think that anything naked must be indecent; 
even truth” 

“I think it is moreproper-looking, and better suited, too, 
for the world’s work, when it goes about with some sort of 
a garment on it. We are so used to a leaven of falsehood in 
all we hear and say, now-a-days, that nothing is more likely 
to deceive us than the absolute truth. If a shopkeeper told 
me that his wares were simply middling, of course, I should 
thinkthatthey were not worthafarthing. But allthathas no- 
thingto do withmypoor brother. Well, what was I saying?” 

“You were going to tell me how well he would use me, 
no doubt.” 

“Something of that kind.” 

“That he wouldn’t beat me; or spend all my money if I 
managed to have it tied up out of his power; or look down 
on me with contempt because my father was an apothecary! 
Was not that what you were going to say?” 

“I was going to tell you that you might be more happy as 
Mrs. Sowerby of Chaldicotes than you can be as Miss Dun- 
stable ” 

“Of Mount Lebanon. And had Mr. Sowerby no other 
message to send? — ^nothing about love, or anjrthing of that 
sort? I should like, you know, to understand what his feel- 
ings are before I take such a leap.” 
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“I do believe he has as true a regard for you as any man 
of his age ever does have ” 

“For any woman of mine. That is not putting it in a very 
devoted way certainly; but I am glad to see that you remem- 
ber the bishop’s maxim.” 

“What would you have me say? If I told you that he was 
dying for love, you would say, I was trying to cheat you; 
and now because I don’t tell you so, you say that he is want- 
ing in devotion. I must say you are hard to please.” 

“Perhaps I am, and very unreasonable into the bargain. 
I ought to ask no questions of the kind when your brother 
proposes to do me so much honour. As for my expecting 
the love of a man who condescends to wish to be my hus- 
band, that, of course, would be monstrous. What right can 
I have to ttdnk that any man should love me? It ought to be 
enough for me to know that as I am rich, I can get a hus- 
band? What business can such as I have to inquire whether 
the gendeman who would so honour me really would like 
my company, or would only deign to put up with my pre- 
sence in his household.” 

“Now, my dear Miss Dunstable ” 

“Of course I am not such an ass as to expect that any 
gendeman should love me; and I feel that I ought to be ob- 
liged to your brother for sparing me the string of compli- 
mentary declarations which are usual on such occasions. 
He, at any rate, is not tedious — or rather you on his behalf; 
for no doubt his own time is so occupied with his parlia- 
mentary duties that he cannot attend to this little matter 
himself. I do feel grateful to him; and perhaps nothing 
more will be necessary than to give him a schedule of the 
property, and name an early day for putting him in posses- 
sion.” 

Mrs. Smith did feel that she was rather badly used. This 
Miss Dunstable, in their mutual confidences, had so often 
ridiculed the love-making grimaces of her mercenary suit- 
ors — ^had spoken so fiercely against those who had perse- 
cuted her, not because they had desired her money, but on 
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account of their ill-judgment in thinking her to be a fool — 
that Mrs. Smith had a right to expect that the method she 
had adopted for opening the negotiation would be taken in 
a better spirit. Could it be possible, after all, thought Mrs. 
Smith to herself, that Miss Dunstable was like other wo- 
men, and that she did like to have men kneeling at her feet? 
Corxld it be the case that she had advised her brother badly, 
and that it would have been better for him to have gone 
about his work in the old-fashioned way? “They are very 
hard to manage,” said Mrs. Harold Smith to herself, think- 
ing of her own sex. 

“He was coming here himself,” said she, “but I advised 
him not to do so.” 

“That was so kind of you.” 

“I thought that I could explain to you more openly and 
more freely, what his intentions really are.” 

“Oh! I have no doubt that they are honourable,” said 
Miss Dunstable. “He does not want to deceive me in that 
way, I am quite sure.” 

It was impossible to help laughing, and Mrs. Harold 
Smith did laugh. “Upon my word you would provoke a 
saint,” said she. 

“I am not likely to get into such company by the alliance 
that you are now suggesting to me. There are not many 
saints usually at Chaldicotes, I believe; — always excepting 
my dear bishop and his wife.” 

“But, my dear, what am I to say to Nathaniel?” 

“Tell him, of course, how much obliged to him I am.” 

“Do listen to me one moment. I daresay that I have done 
wrong to speak to you in such a bold, unromantic way.” 

“Not at all. The truth, the whole truth, and nothing but 
the tmth. That’s what we agreed upon. But one’s first efforts 
in any line are always apt to be a litde uncouth.” 

“I will send Nathaniel to you himself.” 

“No, do not do so. Why torment either him or me? I do 
like your brother; in a certain way I like him much. But no 
earthly consideration would induce me to marry him. Is it 
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not so glaringly plain that he -would matry me for my mon- 
ey only, that you have not even dared to suggest any other 
reason.” 

“Of course it would have been nonsense to say that he 
had no regard whatever towards your money!” 

“Of course it would — absolute nonsense. He is a poor 
man with a good position, and he wants to marry me be- 
cause I have got that which he wants. But, my dear, I do not 
want that which he has got, and therefore the bargain 
would not be a fair one.” 

“But he would do his very best to make you happy.” 

“I am so much obliged to him; but you see, I am very 
happy as I am. What should I gain?” 

“A companion whom you confess that you like.” 

“Ahl but I don’t know that I should like too much even 
of such a companion as your brother. No, my dear — ^it 
won’t do. Believe me when I teU you, once for aU, that it 
won’t do.” 

“Do you mean, then. Miss Dunstable, that you’ll never 
marry?” 

“To-morrow — ^if I met any one that I fancied, and he 
would have me. But I rather think that any that I may fancy 
won’t have me. In the first place, if I marry any one, the 
man must be quite indifferent to money.” 

“Then you’ll not find him in this world, my dear.” 

“Very possibly not,” said Miss Dunstable. 

AU that was further said upon the subject need not be 
here repeated. Mrs. Harold Smith did not give up her cause 
quite at once, although Miss Dunstable had spoken so 
plainly. She tried to explain how eligible would be her 
friend’s situation as mistress of Chaldicotes, when Chaldi- 
cotes should owe no penny to any man; and went so far as 
to hint that the master of Chaldicotes, if relieved of his 
embarrassments and known as a rich man, might in all 
probability be found worthy of a peerage when the gods 
should return to Olympus. Mr. Harold Smith, as a cabinet 
minister, would, of course, do his best. But it was aU of no 
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use. “It’s not my destiny,” said Miss Dunstable, “and there- 
fore do not press it any longer.” 

“But we shall not quarrel,” said Mrs. Harold Smith, al- 
most tenderly. 

“Oh, no — ^why should we quarrel?” 

“And you won’t look glum at my brother?” 

“Why should I look glum at him? But, Mrs. Smith, I’U 
do more than not looking glum at him. I do like you, and I 
do like your brother, and if I can in any moderate way assist 
bim in his difificulties, let him tell me so.” 

Soon after this, Mrs. Harold Smith went her way. Of 
course, she declared in a very strong manner that her bro- 
ther could not think of accepting from Miss Dxmstable any 
such pecuniary assistance as that offered — and, to give her 
her due, such was the feeling of her mind at the moment; 
but as she went to meet her brother and gave him an ac- 
count of this interview, it did occur to her that possibly 
Miss Dunstable might be a better creditor than the Duke of 
Omnium for the Chaldicotes property. 



CHAPTER XXV 
Non-lmpulsive 

I T cannot be held as astonishing, that that last decision on 
the part of the giants in the matter of the two bishoprics 
shomd have disgusted Archdeacon Grantly. He was a 
politician, but not a politician as they were. As is the case 
with all exoteric men, his political eyes saw a short way 
only, and his political aspirations were as limited. When his 
friends came into office, that bishop bill, which as the ori- 
ginal product of his enemies had been regarded by him as 
being so pernicious — ^for was it not about to be made law in 
order that other Proudies and such like might be hoisted up 
into high places and large incomes, to the terrible detriment 
of the Church? — ^that bishop bill, I say, in the hands of his 
friends, had appeared to him to be a means of almost nation- 
al salvation. And then, how great had been the good for- 
tune of the giants in this matterl Had they been the origin- 
ators of such a measure they would not have had a chance 
of success; but now — ^now that the two bishops were fall- 
ing into their mouths out of the weak hands of the gods, 
was not their success ensured? So Dr. Grandy had girded 
up his loins and marched up to the fight, almost regretting 
that the triumph would be so easy. The subsequent failure 
was very trying to his temper as a party man. 

It always strikes me that the supporters of the Titans are 
in this respect much to be pitied. The giants themselves, 
those who are actually handling PelLon and breaking their 
shins over the lower rocks of Ossa, are always advancing in 
some sort towards the councils of Olympus. Their highest 
policy is to snatch some ray from heaven. Why else put 
PeHon on Ossa, unless it be that a furtive hand, malnng 
its way through Jove’s windows, may pluck forth a thun- 
derbolt or two, or some article less destructive, but of manu- 
facture equally divine? And in this consists the wisdom of 
the higher giants — ^that, in spite of their mundane antece- 

C VOL. II 
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dents, theories, and predilections, they can see that articles 
of divine manufacture are necessary. But then they never 
carry their supporters with them. Their whole army is an 
army of martyrs. “For twenty years I have stuck to them, 
and see how they have treated me!” Is not that always the 
plaint of an old giant-slave? “I have been true to my party 
all my life, and where am I now?” he says. Where, indeed, 
my friend? Looking about you, you begin to learn that you 
cannot describe your whereabouts. I do not marvel at that. 
No one finds himself planted at last in so terribly foul a 
morass, as he would fain stand still for ever on dry ground. 

Dr. Grantly was disgusted; and although he was himself 
too tme and thorough in all his feelings, to be able to say 
aloud that any giant was wrong, stiU he had a sad feeling 
within his heart that the world was sinking from under him. 
He was stiU sufficiently exoteric to think that a good stand- 
up fight in a good cause was a good thing. No doubt he did 
wish to be Bishop of Westminster, and was anxious to com- 
pass that preferment by any means that might appear to 
him to be fair. And why not? But this was not the end of his 
aspirations. He wished that the giants might prevail in 
everything, in bishoprics as in all other matters; and he 
could not understand that they should give way on the very 
first appearance of a skirmish. In his open talk he was loud 
against many a god; but in his heart of hearts he was bitter 
enough against both Porphyrion and Orion. 

“My dear doctor, it would not do; — ^not in this session; 
it would not indeed.” So had spoken to him a half-fledged, 
but especially esoteric young monster-cub at the Treasury, 
who considered himself as up to all the dodges of his party, 
and regarded the army of martyrs who supported it as a ra- 
ther heavy, but very useful collection of fogeys. Dr. Grant- 
ly had not cared to discuss the matter with the half-fledged 
monster-cub. The best licked of all the monsters, the giant 
most like a god of them all, had said a word or two to him; 
and he also had said a word or two to that giant. Porphy- 
rion had told him that the bishop bill would not do; and he. 
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in return, speaking with warm face, and blood in his cheeks, 
had told Porphyrion, that he saw no reason why the bill 
should not do. The courteous giant had snuled as he shook 
his ponderous head, and then the archdeacon had left liitn, 
unconsciously shaking some dust from his shoes, as he pac- 
ed the passages of the Treasury chambers for the last time. 
As he walked back to his lodgings in Mount Street, many 
thoughts, not altogether bad in their nature, passed through 
his mind. Why should he trouble himself about a bishop- 
ric? Was he not well as he was, in his rectory down at Plum- 
stead? Might it not be ill for him at his age to transplant 
himself into new soil, to engage in new duties, and live 
among new people? Was he not useful at Barchester, and 
respected also; and might it not be possible, that up there at 
Westminster, he might be regarded merely as a tool with 
which other men could work? He had not quite liked the 
tone of that specially esoteric young monster-cub, who had 
clearly regarded him as a distinguished fogey from the army 
of martyrs. He would take his wife back to Barsetshire, and 
there hve contented with the good things which Provi- 
dence had given him. 

Those high poUtical grapes had become sour, my sneer- 
ing friends will say. Well? Is it not a good thing that grapes 
should become sour which hang out of reach? Is he not wise 
who can regard ail grapes as sour which are manifestly too 
high for his hand? Those grapes of the Treasury benc^ for 
which gods and giants fight, suffering so much when they 
are forced to abstain from eating, and so much more when 
they do eat, — ^those grapes are very sour to me. I am sure 
that they are indigestible, and that those who eat them un- 
dergo all the ills which the Revalenta Arabica is prepared 
to cure. And so it was now with the archdeacon. He thought 
of the strain which would have been put on his conscience 
had he come up there to sit in London as Bishop of West- 
minster; and in this frame of mind he walked home to his 
wife. 

^ During the first few moments of his interview with her 
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all Hs regrets had come back upon him. Indeed, it would 
have hardly suited for him then to have preached this new 
doctrine of rural contentment. The wife of his bosom, 
whom he so fully trusted — ^had so fully loved — ^wished for 
grapes that hung high upon the wall, and he knew that it 
was past his power to teach her at the moment to drop her 
ambition. Any teaching that he might effect in that way, 
must come by degrees. But before many minutes were over 
he had told her of her fate and of his decision. “So we had 
better go back to Plumstead,” he said; and she had not dis- 
sented. 

“I am sorry for poor Griselda’s sake,” Mrs. Grantly had 
remarked later in the evening, when they were again to- 
gether. 

“But I thought she was to remain with Lady Lufton?” 

“Well; so she will, for a little time. There is no one with 
whom I would so soon trust her out of my own care as with 
Lady Lufton. She is all that one can desire.” 

“Exactly; and as far as Griselda is concerned, I cannot 
say that I think she is to be pitied.” 

“Not to be pitied, perhaps,” said Mrs. Grantly. “But, 
you see, archdeacon. Lady Lufton, of course, has her own 
views.” 

“Her own views?” 

“It is hardly any secret that she is very anxious to make a 
match between Lord Lufton and Griselda. And though 
that might be a very proper arrangement if it were fixed 

“Lord Lufton marry Griselda!” said the archdeacon, 
speakiag quick and raising his eyebrows. His mind had as 
yet been troubled by but few things respecting his child’s 
future establishment. “I had never dreamt of such a thing.” 

“But other people have done more than dream of it, 
archdeacon. As regards the match itself, it would, I thtnlc^ 
be unobjectionable. Lord Lufton will not be a very rich 
man, but his property is respectable, and as far as I can learn 
his character is on the whole good. If they like each other, 1 
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should be contented with such a marriage. But, I must own, 
I am not quite satisfied at the idea of leaving her all alone 
with Lady Lufton. People will look on it as a settled thing, 
when it is not settled — and very probably may not be set- 
tled; and that will do the poor girl harm. She is very much 
admired; there can be no doubt of that; and Lord Dum- 
bello ” 

The archdeacon opened his eyes still wider. He had had 
no idea that such a choice of sons-in-law was being prepar- 
ed for him; and, to tell the truth, was almost bewildered by 
the height of Ids wife’s ambition. Lord Lufton, with his 
barony and twenty thousand a year, might be accepted as 
just good enough; but failing him there was an embryo 
marquis, whose fortune would be more than ten times as 
great, all ready to accept his child! And then he thought, as 
husbands sometimes will think, of Susan Harding as she 
was when he had gone a-courting to her under the elms be- 
fore the house in the warden’s garden at Barchester, and of 
dear old Mr. Harding, his wife’s father, who stiU lived in 
humble lodgings in that city; and as he thought, he won- 
dered at and admired the greatness of that lady’s mind. 

“I never can forgive Lord De Terrier,” said the lady, 
connecting various points together in her own mind. 

“That’s nonsense,” said the archdeacon. “You must for- 
give him.” 

“And I must confess that it annoys me to leave London 
at present.” 

“It can’t be helped,” said the archdeacon, somewhat 
gruffly; for he was a man who, on certain points, chose to 
have Ms own way — and had it. 

“Oh, no; I know it can’t be helped,” said Mrs. Grantly, 
in a tone which implied a deep injury. “I know it can’t be 
helped. Poor Griselda!” And then they went to bed. 

On the next morning Griselda came to her, and in an in- 
terview that was strictly private, her mother said more to 
her than she had ever yet spoken, as to the prospects of her 
future life. Hitherto, on this subject, Mrs. Grantly had said 
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little or notiiing. She -would have been well pleased that her 
daughter should have received the incense of LordLufton’s 
vows — or, perhaps, as well pleased had it been the incense 
of Lord DumbeUo’s vows — ^without any interference on 
her part. In such case her child, she knew, would have told 
her with quite sufficient eagerness, and the matter in either 
case would have been arranged as a very pretty love match. 
She had no fear of any impropriety or of any rashness on 
Griselda’s part. She had thoroughly known her daughter 
when she boasted that Griselda would never indulge in an 
unauthorized passion. But as matters now stood, with those 
two strings to her bow, and with that Lufton-Grantly alli- 
ance treaty in existence — of which she, Griselda herself, 
knew nothing — ^might it not be possible th at th e poor child 
should stumble through want of adequate direction? Guid- 
ed by these thoughts, Mrs. Grantly had resolved to say a 
few words before she left London. So she wrote a line to 
her daughter, and Griselda reached Mount Street at two 
o’clock in Lady I.ufton’s carriage, which, during the inter- 
view, waited for her at the beer-shop round the comer. 

“And papa won’t be Bishop of Westminster?” said the 
young lady, when the doings of the giants had been suffici- 
ently explained to make her understand that all those hopes 
were over. 

“No, my dear; at any rate not now.” 

“What a shame! I thought it was all settled. What’s the 
good, mamma, of Lord De Terrier being prime minister, if 
he can’t make whom he likes a bishop?” 

“I don’t think that Lord De Terrier has behaved at all 
well to your father. However, that’s a long question, and 
we can’t go into it now. ” 

“How glad those Proudies -will be!” 

Griselda would have talked by the hour on this subject 
had her mother allowed her, but it was necessary tha t Mrs. 
Grantly should go to other matters. She began about Lady 
Lufton, saying what a dear woman her ladyship was; and 
then went on to say that Griselda was to remain in London 
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as long as it suited het friend and hostess to stay there •with 
her; but added, that this might probably not be very long, 
as it was notorious that Lady Lvifton, when in London, was 
always in a hurry to get back to Framley . 

“But I don’t think she is in such a hurry this year, mam- 
ma,” said Griselda, who in the month of May preferred 
Bruton Street to Plumstead, and had no obj ection whatever 
to the coronet on the panels of Lady Lufton’s coach. 

And then Mrs. Grantly commenced her explanation — 
very cautiously. “No, my dear, I dare say she is not in such 
a hurry this year, — ^that is, as long as you remain with her.” 

“I am sure she is very kind.” 

“She is very kind, and you ought to love her very much. 
I know I do. I have no friend in the world for whom I have 
a greater regard than for Lady Lufton. It is that which 
makes me so happy to leave you with her.” 

“All the same, I wish that you and papa had remained up, 
that is, if they had made papa a bishop.” 

“It’s no good thinking of that now, my dear. Whatl par- 
ticularly wanted to say to you was this: I think you should 
know what are the ideas which Lady Lufton entertains.” 

“Her ideas!” said Griselda, who had never troubled her- 
self much in thinking about other people’s thoughts . 

“Yes, Griselda. While you were staying down at Fram- 
ley Court, and also, I suppose, since you have been up here 
in Bmton Street, you must have seen a good deal of — ^Lord 
Lufton.” 

“He doesn’t come very often to Bruton Street — ^that is 
to say, not very often.” 

“H-m,” ejaculated Mrs. Grantly, very gently. She would 
•willingly have repressed the sound altogether, but it had 
been too much for her. If she found reason to think that 
Lady Lufton was playing her false, she would immediately 
take her daughter away, break up the treaty, and prepare 
for the Hartletop alliance. Such were the thoughts that ran 
through her mind. But she knew all the while that Lady 
Lufton was not false. The fault was not with Lady Lufton; 
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nor, perhaps, altogether with Lord Lufton. Mrs. Grantly 
had understood the foil force of the complaint which Lady 
Lufton had made against her daughter; and though she had 
of course defended her child, and on the whole had defend- 
ed her successfully, yet she confessed to herself that Gris- 
elda’s chance of a first-rate establishment would be better if 
she were a little more impulsive. A man does not wish to 
marry a statue, let the statue be ever so statuesque. She 
could not teach her daughter to be impulsive, any more 
than she could teach her to be six feet high; but might it not 
be possible to teach her to seem so? The task was a very 
delicate one, even for a mother’s hand. 

“Of course he cannot be at home now as much as he was 
down in the country, when he was living in the same house, ” 
said Mrs. Grantly, whose business it was to take Lord Luf- 
ton’s part at the present moment. “He must be at his club, 
and at the House of Lords, and in twenty places.” 

“He is very fond of going to parties, and he dances 
beautifully.” 

“I am sure he does. I have seen as much as that myself, 
andl think I know some one with whom he likes to dance.” 
And the mother gave her daughter a loving little squeeze. 

“Do you mean me, mamma?” 

“Yes, I do mean you, my dear. And is it not true? Lady 
Lufton says that he likes dancing with you better than with 
any one else in London. ” 

“I don’t know,” said Griselda, looking down upon the 
ground. 

Mrs. Grantly thought that this upon the whole was ra- 
ther a good opening. It might have been better. Some point 
of interest more serious in its nature than that of a waltz 
might have been found on which to connect her daughter’s 
sympathies with those of her future husband. But any point 
of interest was better than none; and it is so difficult to find 
points of interest in persons who by their nature are not im- 
pulsive. 

“LadyLufl:onsaysso,atanyrate,”continuedMrs. Grant- 
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ly, evei so cautiously. “She thinks that Lord Lufiton likes 
no partner better. What do you think yourself, Griselda?” 

“I don’t know, mamma.” 

“But young ladies must think of such things, must they 
not?” 

“Must they, mamma?” 

“I suppose they do, don’t they? The truth is, Griselda, 

that Lady Lufton thinks that if Can you guess what it 

is she thinks?” 

“No, mamma.” But that was a fib on Griselda’s part. 

“She thinks that my Griselda would make the best pos- 
sible wife in the world for her son; and I think so too. I 
think that her son will be a very fortunate man if he can get 
such a wife. And now what do you think, Griselda?” 

“I don’t think anything, mamma.” 

But that would not do. It was absolutely necessary that 
she should think, and absolutely necessary that her mother 
shoxild tell her so. Such a degree of unimpulsiveness as this 
would lead to — ^heaven knows what results! Lufton-Grant- 
ly treaties and Hartletop interests would be all thrown away 
upon a young lady who would not think anything of a noble 
suitor sighing for her smiles. Besides, it was not natural. 
Griselda, as her mother knew, had never been a girl of head- 
long feeling; but still she had had her likes and her dis- 
likes. In that matter of the bishopric she was keen enough; 
and no one could evince a deeper interest in the subject of a 
well-made new dress than Griselda Grantly . It was not pos- 
sible that she should be indiflferent as to her future pros- 
pects, and she must know that those prospects depended 
mainly on her marriage. Her mother was almost angry with 
her, but nevertheless she went on very gently : 

“You don’t think anything! But, my darling, you must 
think. You must make up your mind what would be yoiu: 
answer if Lord Lufton were to propose to you. That is 
what Lady Lufton wishes him to do.” 

“But he never will, mamma.” 

“And if he did?” 
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“But Fm sure he never will. He doesn't think of such a 
thing at aU— ^-and — and ” 

“And what, my dear?” 

“I don’t know, mamma.” 

“Surely you can speak out to me, dearest! All I care about 
is your happiness. Both Lady Lufton and I think that it 
would be a happy marriage if you both cared for each other 
enough. She thinks that he is fond of you. But if he were 
ten times Lord Lufton I would not tease you about it if I 
thought that you could not learn to care about him. What 
was it you were going to say, my dear?” 

“Lord Lufton thinks a great deal more of Lucy Robarts 
than he does of — of — of any one else, I believe,” said Gris- 
elda, showing now some little animation by her manner, 
“dumpy little black thing that she is.” 

“Lucy Robarts!” said Mrs. Grantly, taken by surprise at 
finding that her daughter was moved by such a passion as 
jealousy, and feeling also perfectly assured that there could 
not be any possible ground for jealousy in such a direction 
as that. “Lucy Robarts, my dear! I don’t suppose Lord Luf- 
ton ever thought of speaking to her, except in the way of 
civility.” 

“Y es, he did, mamma! Don’t you remember at Framley?” 

Mrs. Grantly began to look back in her mind, and she 
thought she did remember having once observed Lord 
Lufton talking in rather a confidential manner with the par- 
son’s sister. But she was sure that there was nothing in it. If 
that was the reason why Griselda was so cold to her pro- 
posed lover, it would be a thousand pities that it should not 
be removed. 

“Now you mention her, I do remember the young lady,” 
said Mrs. Grantly, “a dark girl, very low, and without much 
figure. She seemed to me to keep very much in the back- 
ground.” 

“I don’t know much about that, mamma.” 

“As far as I saw her, she did. But, my dear Griselda, you 
should not allow yourself to think of such a t hin g. Lord 
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Lufton, of comse, is bound to be civil to any young lady in 
bis mother’s house, and I am quite sure that he has no odier 
idea whatever with regard to Miss Robarts. I certainly can- 
not speak as to her intellect, for I do not think she opened 
her mouth in my presence; but 

“Oh! she has plenty to say for herself, when she pleases. 
She’s a sly little thing.” 

“But, at any rate, my dear, she has no personal attractions 
whatever, and I do not at all think that Lord Lufton is a 
man to be taken by — ^by — ^by anything that Miss Robarts 
might do or say.” 

As those words “personal attractions” were uttered, 
Griselda managed so to turn her neck as to catch a side 
view of herself in one of the mirrors on the wall, and then 
she bridled herself up, and made a little play with her eyes, 
and looked, as her mother thought, very well. “It is all no- 
thing to me, mamma, of course,” she said. 

“well, my dear, perhaps not. I don’t say that it is. I do 
not wish to put the slightest constraint upon your feelings. 
If I did not have the most thorough dependence on your 
good sense and high principles, I should not speak to you in 
this way. But as I have, I thought it best to tell you that both 
Lady Lufton and I should be well pleased if we thought that 
you and Lord Lufton were fond of each other.” 

“I am sure he never thinks of such a thing, mamma.” 

“And as for Lucy Robarts, pray get that idea out of your 
head; ifnotfor your sake, thenfor his. You should give him 
credit for better taste.” 

But it was not so easy to take anything out of Griselda’s 
head that she had once taken into it. “As for tastes, mam- 
ma, there is no accounting for them,” she said; and then the 
colloquy on that subject was over. The result of it on Mrs. 
Grantly’s mind was a feeling amounting almost to a con- 
viction in favour of the Dumbello interest. 



CHAPTER XXVI 
Impulsive 

1 TRUST my readers wiU all remember how Puck the 
pony was beaten during that drive to Hogglestock. It 
may be presumed that Puck himself on that occasion did 
not suffer much. His skin was not so soft as Mrs. Robarts’s 
heart. The Httle beast was fuU of oats and all the good things 
of this world, and therefore, when the whip touched him, 
he would dance about and shake his little ears, and run on 
at a tremendous pace for twenty yards, making his mistress 
think that he had endured terrible things . But, in truth, dur- 
ing those whippings Puck was not the chief sufferer. 

Lucy had been forced to declare — ^forced by the strength 
of her own feelings, and by the impossibility of assenting to 
the propriety of a marriage between Lord Lufton and Miss 

Grantly she had been forced to declare that she did 

care about Lord Lufton as much as though he were her 
brother. She had said all this to herself — ^nay, much more 
than this — ^very often. But now she had said it out loud to 
her sister-in-law; and she knew that what she had said was 
remembered, considered, and had, to a certain extent, be- 
come the cause of altered conduct. Fanny alluded very sel- 
dom to the Luftons in casual conversation, and never spoke 
about Lord Lufton, unless when her husband made it im- 
possible that she should not speak of him. Lucy had at- 
tempted on more than one occasion to remedy this, by talk- 
ing about the young lord in a laughing and, perhaps, half- 
jeering way; she had been sarcastic as to his hunting and 
shooting, and had boldly attempted to say a word in joke 
about his love for Griselda. But she felt that she had failed; 
that she had failed altogether as regarded Fanny; and that 
as to her brother, she would more probably be the means 
of opening his eyes, than have any effect in keeping them 
closed. So shegaveup her efforts and spoke no further word 
about Lord Lufton. Her secret had been told, and she knew 
that it had been told. 
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At this time the two ladies were left a great deal alone to- 
gether in the drawing-room at the parsonage; more, per- 
haps, than had ever yet been the case since Lucy had been 
there. Lady Lufton was away, and therefore the almost 
daily visit to Framley Court was not made; and Mark in 
these days was a great deal at Barchester, having, no doubt, 
very onerous duties to perform before he could be admitted 
as one of that chapter. He went into, what he was pleased to 
call residence, almost at once. That is, he took his month of 
preaching, aiding also in some slight and very dignified 
way, in the general Sunday morning services. He md not 
exactly live at Barchester, because the house was not ready. 
That at least was the assumed reason. The chattels of Dr. 
Stanhope, the late prebendary, had not been as yet remov- 
ed, and there was likely to be some little delay, creditors 
asserting their right to them. This might have been very in- 
convenient to a gentleman anxiously ea^iecting the excel- 
lent house which the liberality of past ages had provided 
for his use; but it was not so felt by Mr. Robarts. If Dr. 
Stanhope’s family or creditors would keep the house for 
the next twelve months, he would be well pleased. And by 
this arrangement he was enabled to get through his first 
month of absence from the church at Framley without any 
notice from Lady Lufton, seeing that Lady Lufton was iu 
London all the time. This also was convenient, and taught 
our young prebendary to look on his new preferment more 
favourably than he had hitherto done. 

Fanny and Lucy were thus left much alone: and as out of 
the full head the mouth speaks, so is the full heart more 
prone to speak at such periods of confidence as these. Lucy, 
when she first thought of her own state, determined to en- 
dow herself with a powerful gift of reticence. She would 
never tell her love, certainly; but neither would she let con- 
cealment feed on her damask cheek, nor would she ever be 
found for a moment sitting like Patience on a monument. 
She would fight her own fight bravely within her own bos- 
om, and conquer her enemy altogether. She would either 
preach, or starve, or weary her love into subjection, and no 
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one should be a bit the wiser. She would teach herself to 
shake hands with Lord Lufton without a quiver, and woxild 
be prepared to like his wife amazingly — ^unless indeed that 
wife should be Griselda Grantly. Such were her resolutions; 
but at the end of the first week they were broken into shiv- 
ers and scattered to the winds. 

They had been sitting in the house together the whole of 
one wet day; and as Mark was to dine in Barchester with the 
dean, they had had dinner early, eating with the children 
almost in their laps. It is so that ladies do, when their hus- 
bands leave them to themselves. It was getting dusk to- 
wards evening, and they were still sitting in the drawing- 
room, the children now having retired, when Mrs. Rob- 
arts for the fifth time since her visit to Hogglestock began 
to express her wish that she could do some good to the 
Crawleys, — to Grace Crawley in particular, who, standing 
up there at her father’s elbow, learning Greek irregular 
verbs, had appeared to Mrs. Robarts to be an especial ob- 
ject of pity. 

“I don’t know how to set about it,” said Mrs. Robarts. 

Now any allusion to that visit to Hogglestock always 
drove Lucy’s mind back to the consideration of the subject 
which had most occupied it at the time. She at such mo- 
ments remembered how she had beaten Puck, and how in 
her half-bantering but still too serious manner she had apo- 
logized for doing so, and had explained the reason. And 
therefore she did not interest herself about Grace Crawley 
as vividly as she should have done. 

“No; one never does,” she said. 

“I was thinking about it aU that day as I drove home,” 
saidFanny. “The difficulty is this: What can wedowithher?” 

“Exactly,” said Lucy, remembering the vety point of the 
road at which she had declared that she did Hke Lord Luf- 
ton very much. 

“If we could have her here for a month or so and then 
send her to school; — but I know Mr. Crawley would not 
allow us to pay for her schooling.” 
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“I don’t think he would,” said Lucy, with het thoughts 
far removed from Mr. Crawley and his daughter Grace. 

“And then we shoiild not know what to do with her; 
should we?” 

“No; you would not.” 

“It would never do to have the poor girl about the house 
here, with no one to teach her anything. Mark would not 
teach her Greek verbs, you know.” 

“I suppose not.” 

“Lucy, you are not attending to a word I say to you, and 
I don’t think you have for the last hour. I don’t beUeve you 
know what I am talking about.” 

“Oh, yes, I do — Grace Crawley; I’U try and teach her if 
you like, only I don’t know anythmg myself. ” 

“That’s not what I mean at aU, and you know I would 
not ask you to take such a task as that on yourself. But I do 
think you might talk it over with me.” 

“Might I? very well; I will. What is it? oh, Grace Craw- 
ley — ^you want to know who is to teach her the irregular 
Greek verbs. Oh dear, Fanny, my head does ache so: pray 
don’t be angry with me.” And then Lucy, throwing herself 
back on the sofa, put one hand up painfully to her forehead, 
and altogether gave up the battle. 

Mrs. Robarts was by her side in a moment. “Dearest 
Lucy, what is it makes your head ache so often now? you 
used not to have those headaches.” 

“It’s because I’m growing stupid: never mind. We will 
go on about poor Grace. It would not do to have a govern- 
ess, would it?” 

“I can see that you are not well, Lucy,” said Mrs. Rob- 
arts, with a look of deep concern. “What is it, dearest? I can 
see that something is the matter” 

“Something the matter! No, there’s not; nothing worth 
talking of. Sometimes I think I’ll go back to Devonshire 
and live there. I could stay with Blanche for a time, and 
then get a lodging in Exeter.” 

“Go back to Devonshire!” and Mrs. Robarts looked as 
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though she thought that het sister-in-law was going mad. 
“Why do you want to go away from us? This is to be your 
own, own home, always now.” 

“Is it? Then I am in a bad way. Oh, dear, oh dear, what a 
fool I am! What an idiot Fve been! Fanny, I don’t think I 
can stay here; and I do so wish I’d never come. I do — ^I do 
— ^I do, though you look at me so horribly,” and jumping 
up she threw herself into her sister-in-law’s arms and began 
kissing her violently. “Don’t pretend to be wounded, for 
you know that I love you. You know that I could live with 
you all my life, and think you were perfect — as you are; but 


“Has Mark said anything?” 

“Not a word, — ^not a ghost of a syllable. It is not Mark; 
oh, Fanny!” 

“I am afraidi know what you mean,” said Mrs. Robarts, 
in a low tremulous voice, and with deep sorrow painted on 
her face. 

“Of course you do; of course you know; you have known 
it aU along; since that day in the pony carriage. I knew that 
you knew it. You do not dare to mention his name; would 
not that tell me that you know it? And I, I am hypocrite 
enough for Mark; but my hypocrisy won’t pass muster be- 
fore you. And, now, had I not better go to Devonshire?” 

“Dearest, dearest Lucy.” 

“Was I not right about that labelling? O heavens! what 
idiots we girls are! That a dozen soft words should have 
bowled me over hke a ninepin, and left me without an inch 
of ground to call my own. And I was so proud of my own 
strength; so sure that I should never be missish, and spoony, 
and sentimental! I was so determined to like him as Mark 
does, or you ” 

“I shall not like him at all if he has spoken words to you 
that he should not have spoken.” 

“But he has not.” And then she stopped a moment to 
consider. “No, he has not. He never said a word to me that 
would make you angry with him if you knew of it. Except, 
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perhaps, that he called me Lucy; and that was my fault, not 
his.” 

“Because you talked of soft words.” 

“Fanny, you have no idea what an absolute fool I am, 
what an unutterable ass. The soft words of which I tell you 
were of the kind which he speaks to you when he asks you 
how the cow gets on which he sent you from Ireland, or to 
Mark about Ponto’s shoulder. He told me that he knew 
papa, and that he was at school with Mark, and that as he 
was such good friends with you here at the parsonage, he 
must be good friends with me too. No; it has not been his 
fault. The soft words which did the mischief were such as 
those. But how well his mother understood the world! In 
order to have been safe, I should not have dared to look at 
him.” 

“But, dearest Lucy ” 

“I know what you are going to say, and I admit it all. He 
is no hero. There is nothing on earth wonderful about him. 
I never heard bim say a single word of wisdom, or utter a 
thought that was akin to poetry. He devotes aU his energies 
to riding after a fox or killin g poor birds, and I never heard 
of his doing a single great action in my life. And yet ” 

Fanny was so astounded by the way her sister-in-law 
went on, that she hardly knew how to speak. “He is an ex- 
cellent son, I beheve,” at last she said. 

“Except when he goes to Gatherum Castle. PU tell you 
what he has: he has fine straight legs, and a smooth fore- 
head, and a good-humoured eye, and white teeth. Was it 
possible to see such a catalogue of perfections, and not fall 
down, stricken to the very bone? But it was not that that did 
it all, Fanny. I could have stood against that. I think I could 
at least. It was his title that killed me. I had never spoken to 
a lord before. Oh, me! what a fool, what a beast I have 
been!” And then she burst out into tears. 

Mrs. Robarts, to tell the truth, could hardly understand 
poor Lucy’s ailment. It was evident enough that her misery 
was real; butyet she spoke of herself and her sufferings with 
d VOL. II 
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so much kony, with so near an approach to joking, that it 
was veryhardto tellhowfar shewas in earnest. Lucy, too, was 
so much given to a species of badinage which Mrs. Robarts 
did not always quite Tinderstand, that the latter was afraid 
sometimes to speak out what came uppermost to her ton- 
gue. But now that Lucy was absolutely in tears, and was al- 
most breathless with excitement, she could not remain si- 
lent any longer. “Dearest Lucy, pray do not speak in that 
way; it will all come right. Things always do come right 
whenno one has acted wrongly.” 

“Yes, when nobody has done wrongly. That’s what papa 
used to call, begging the question. But I’ll teU you what, 
Fanny; I will not be beaten. I wiU either kill myself or get 
through it. I am so heartily self-ashamed that I owe it to 
myself to fight the battle out.” 

“To fight what battle, dearest?” 

“This batde. Here, now, at the present moment, I could 
not meet Lord Lufton. I should have to run like a scared 
fowl if he were to show himself within the gate; and I 
should not dare to go out of the house, if I knew that he was 
in the parish.” 

‘T don’t see that, for I am sure you have not betrayed 
yourself.” 

“Well, no; as for myself, I believe I have done the lying 
andthehypocrisy pretty well. But, dearestFanny, you don’t 
know half; and you cannot and must not know. ” 

I thought you said there had been nothing what- 
ever between you.” 

**Did I? Well, to you I have not said a word that was not 
true. I said that he had spoken nothing that it was wrong 

for him to say . It could not be wrong . But never mind. 

I’ll tell you what I mean to do. I have been thinking of it for 
the last week — only I shall have to tell Mark.” 

“If I were you I would tell him all.” 

What, Mark! Kyou do, Fanny, I’ll never, never, never 
speak to you again. ^Would you — when I have given you 
aU my heart in true sisterly love?” 
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Mrs. Robarts had to explain that she had not proposed to 
tell anything to Mark herself, and was persuaded, more- 
over, to give a solemn promise that she would not tell any- 
thing to him unless specially authorized to do so. 

“Fll go into a home, I think,” continued Lucy. “You 
know what these homes are?” Mrs. Robarts assured her 
that she knew very well, and then Lucy went on: “A year 
ago I should have said that I was the last girl in England to 
think of such a hfe, but I do believe now that it would be 
the best thing for me. And then FU starve myself, and flog 
myself, and in that way I’ll get back my own mind and my 
own soul.” 

“Your own soul, Lucy!” said Mrs. Robarts, in a tone of 
horror. 

“Well, my own heart, if you Uke it better; but I hate to 
hear myself talldng about hearts. I don’t care for my heart. 
I’d let it go — ^withthis youngpopinjay lord or any one else, 
so that I could read, and talk, and wadk, and sleep, and eat, 
without always feeling that I was wrong here — ^here — ^here,” 
and she pressed her hand vehementiy against her side. 
“What is it that I feel, Fanny? Why am I so weak in body 
that I cannot take exercise? Why cannot I keep my mind 
on a book for one moment? Why can I not write two sen- 
tences together? Why should every mouthful that I eat stick 
in my throat? Oh, Fanny, is it his legs, think you, or is it his 
tide?” 

Through all her sorrow, — and she was very sorrowful, 
— ^Mrs. Robarts could not help s milin g. And, indeed, there 
was every now and then something even in Lucy’s look 
that was almost comic. She acted the irony so well with 
which she strove to throw ridicule on herself 1 “Do laugh at 
me,” she said. “Nothing on earth will do me so much good 
as that; nothing, unless it be starvation and a whip. If you 
would only tell me that I must be a sneak and an idiot to 
care for a man becaus e he is good-looking and a lord! ’ ’ 

“But that has not been the reason. There is a great deal 
more in Lord Lufton than that; and since I must speak, dear 
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Lucy, I cannot but say that I should not wonder at your 

being in love with him, only — only that ” 

“Only what? Come, out with it. Do not mince matters, 
or that I shall be angry with you because you scold 
me.” 

“Only that I should have thought that you would have 
been too guarded to have — ^have cared for any gentleman 
tiU — ^tiU he had shown that he cared for you.” 

“Guarded! Yes, that’s it; that’s just the word. But it’s he 
that should have been guarded. He should have had a fire- 
guard hung before him, — or a love-guard, if you will. 
Guarded! Was I not guarded, till you all would drag me 
out? Did I want to go there? And when I was there, did I not 
makeafoolof myself, sitting in a corner, and thinking how 
much better placed I should have been down in the servants’ 
hall. Lady Lufton — she dragged me out, and then cautioned 

me, and then, then Why is Lady Lufton to have it all 

her own way? Why am I to be sacrificed for her? I did not 
want to know Lady Lufton, or any one belonging to her.” 

“I cannot think that you have any cause to blame Lady 
Lufton, nor, perhaps, to blame anybody very much.” 

“WeU no, it has been aU my own fault; though, for the 
life of me, Fanny, going back and back, I cannot see where 
I took the first false step. I do not know where I went 
wrong. One wrong thing I did, and it is the only thing that 
I do not regret.” 

“What was that, Lucy?” 

“Itoldhimalie.” 

Mrs. Robarts was altogether in the dark, and feeling that 
she was so, she knew that she could not give counsel as a 
friend or a sister. Lucy had begun by declaring — so Mrs. 
Robarts thought — ^that nothing had passed between her 
and Lord Lufton but words of most trivial import, and yet 
she now accused herself of falsehood, and declared that that 
falsehood was the only thing which she did not regret! 

“I hope not,” said Mrs. Robarts. “If you did, you were 
very unlike yourself.” 
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“But I did, and were he here again, speaking to me in the 
same way, I shoxild repeat it. I know I should. If I did not, I 
should have all the world on me. You would frown on me, 
and be cold. My darling Fanny, how would you look- if I 
really displeasured you?" 

“I don’t think you will do that, Lucy.” 

“But if I told him the truth I should, should I not? Speak 
now. But no, Fanny, you need not speak. It was not the fear 
of you; no, nor even of her: though Heaven knows that her 
terrible glumness would be quite unendurable.” 

“I cannot understand you, Lucy. What truth or what un- 
truth can you have told him, if, as you say, there has been 
nothing between you but ordinary conversation?” 

Lucy then got up from the sofa, and walked twice the 
length of the room before she spoke. Mrs. Robarts had all 
the ordinary curiosity — ^I was going to say, of a woman, 
but I mean to say, of humanity; and she had, moreover, all 
the love of a sister. She was both curious and anxious, and 
remained sitting where she was, silent and with her eyes 
fixed on her companion. “Did I say so?” Lucy said at last. 
“No, Fanny; you have mistaken me — I did not say that. 
Ah, yes, about the cow and the dog. All that was true. I was 
telling you of what his soft words had been while I was be- 
coming such a fool. Since that he has said more.” 

“What more has he said, Lucy?” 

“I yearn to tell you, if only I can trust you;” and Lucy 
knelt down at the feet of Mrs. Robarts, looking up into her 
face and smiling through the remaining drops of her tears. 
“I would fain teU you, but I do not know you yet, — ^whether 
you are quite true. I could be true, — ^true against all the 
world, if my friend told me. I will tell you, Fanny, if you say 
that you can be true. But if you doubt yourself, if you must 
whisper all to Mark — ^then let us be silent.” 

There was something almost awful in this to Mrs. Rob- 
arts. Hitherto, since their marriage, hardly a thought had 
passed through her mind which she had not shared with 
her husband. But now all this had come upon her so sud- 
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deiily,tliat she was unable to think whether it would be well 
that she should become the depositary of such a secret, — 
not to be mentioned to Lucy’s brother, not to be men- 
tioned to her own husband. But who ever yet was off- 
ered a secret and declined it? Who at least ever declined 
a love secret? What sister could do so? Mrs. Robarts there- 
fore gave the promise, smoothing Lucy’s hair as she did 
so, and kissing her forehead and looking into her eyes, 
which, lik e a rainbow, were the brighter for her tears . “And 
what has he said to you, Lucy?” 

“What? Only this, that he asked me to be his wife.” 

“Lord Lufton proposed to you?” 

“Yes; proposed to me. It is not credible, is it? You can- 
not bring yourself to believe that such a thing happened, 
can you?” And Lucy rose again to her feet, as the idea of the 
scorn with which she felt that others would treat her — with 
which she herself treated herself — ^made the blood rise to 
her cheek. “And yet it is not a dream. I think that it is not a 
dream. I think that he really did.” 

“Think, Lucy!” 

“ WeU, I may say that I am sure.” 

“A gentleman would not make you a formal proposal, 
and leave you in doubt as to what he meant. ’ ’ 

“Oh dear, no. There was no doubt at all of that kind; 
none in the least. Mr. Smith in asking Miss J ones to do him 
the honour of becoming Mrs. Smith never spoke more 
plainly. I was alluding to the possibility of having dreamt 
it all.” 

“Lucy!” 

“Well; it was not a dream. Here, standing here, on this 
very spot, on that flower of the carpet, he begged me a 
dozen times to be his wife. I wonder whether you and 
Mark would let me cut it out and keep it.” 

“And what answer did you make to him?” 

“I lied to him, and told him that I did not love him.” 

“You refused him?” 

“Yes; I refused a live lord. There is some satisfaction in 
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having that to think of, is thete not? Fanny, was I wicked to 
tell that falsehood?” 

“And why did you refuse him?” 

“Why? Can you ask? Think what it would have been to 
go down to Framley Court, and to tell her ladyship in the 
course of conversation that I was engaged to her son. Think 
of Lady Lufton. But yet it was not that, Fanny. Had I 
thought that it was good for him, that he would not have 
repented, I would have braved anything — ^for his sake. 
Even your frown, for you would have frowned. You would 
have thought it sacrilege for me to marry Lord Lufton! 
You know you would.” 

Mrs. Robarts hardly knew how to say what she thought, 
or indeed what she ought to think. It was a matter on which 
much meditation would be required before she could give 
advice, and there was Lucy expecting counsel from her at 
that very moment. If Lord Lufton really loved Lucy Rob- 
arts, and was loved by Lucy Robarts, why should not they 
two become man and wife? And yet she did feel that it 
would be — perhaps, not sacrilege, as Lucy had said, but 
something almost as troublesome. What would Lady Luf- 
ton say, or think, or feel? WTiat would she say, and think, 
and feel as to that parsonage from which so deadly a blow 
would fall upon her? Would she not accuse the vicar and 
the vicar’s wife of the blackest ingratitude? Would life be 
endurable at Framley under such circumstances as those? 

“What you teU me so surprises me, that I hardly as yet 
know how to speak about it,” said Mrs. Robarts. 

“It was amazing; was it not? He must have been insane 
at the time; there can be no other excuse made for him. I 
wonder whether there is anything of that sort in the fam- 
ily?” 

“What; madness?” said Mrs. Robarts, quite in earnest. 

“WeU, don’t you think he must have been mad when 
such an idea as that came into his head? But you don’t be- 
lieve it; I can see that. And yet it is as true as heaven. Stand- 
ing exactly here, on this spot, he said that he would perse- 
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vere till I accepted his love. I wonder what made me speci- 
fy observe that both his feet were within the lines of that 
division.” 

“And you would not accept his love?” 

“No; I would have notlung to say to it. Look you, I 
stood here, and putting my hand upon my hea^ — for he 
bade me to do that — said that I could not love him.” 

“And what then?” 

“He went away — ^with a look as though he were heart- 
broken. He crept away slowly, saying that he^was the most 
wretched soul alive. For a minute I believed him, and could 
almost have called him back; but, no, Fanny, do not think 
that I am over proud, or conceited about my conquest. He 
had not reached the gate before he was thanking God for 
his escape.” 

“That I do not believe.” 

“But I do; and I thought of Lady Lufton too. How could 
I bear that she should scorn me, and accuse me of stealing 
her son’s heart? I know that it is better as it is; but teU me — is 
a falsehood always wrong, or can it be possible that the end 
should justify the means? Ought I to have told him the 
truth, and to have let him know that I could almost kiss the 
ground on which he stood?” 

This was a question for the doctors which Mrs. Robarts 
would not take upon herself to answer. She would not make 
that falsehood matter of accusation, but neither would she 
pronounce for it any absolution. In that matter Lucy must 
regulate her own conscience. 

“And what shall I do next?” said Lucy, still speaking in a 
tone that was half tragic and half j eering. 

“Do?” said Mrs. Robarts. 

“Yes, something must be done. If I were a man I should 

f o to Switzerland, of course; or, as the case is a bad one, per- 
aps as far as Hungary. What is it that girls do? they don’t 
die nowadays, I believe.” 

“Lucy, I do not believe that you care for him one jot. If 
you were in love you would not speak of it like that.” 
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“Theie, there. That’s my only hope. If I could laugh at 
myself till it had become incredible to you, I also, by de- 
grees, should cease to believe that I had cared for him. But, 
Fanny, itis vetyhard. If I wereto starve, and rise before day- 
break, and pinch myself, or do some nasty -work, — clean 
the pots and pans and the candlesticks; that I think would 
do me most good. I have got a piece of sack-cloth, and I 
mean to wear that, when I have made it up.” 

“You are joking now, Lucy, I know.” 

‘‘No, by my word; not in the spirit of what I am saying. 
How shall I act upon my heart, if I do not do it through the 
blood and the flesh?” 

“Do you not pray that God will give you strength to 
bear these troubles?” 

“But how is one to word one’s prayer, or how even to 
word one’s wishes? I do not know what is the wrong that I 
have done. I say it boldly; in this matter I cannot see my own 
fault. I have simply found that I have been a fool. ” 

It was now quite dark in the room, or would have been 
so to any one entering it afresh. They had remained there 
talking tiU their eyes had become accustomed to the gloom, 
and would stiU have remained, had they not suddenly been 
disturbed by the sound of a horse’s feet. 

“There is Mark,” said Fanny, jumping up and running 
to the beU, that lights might be ready when he should enter. 

“I thought he remained in Barchester to-night.” 

“And so did I; but he said it might be doubtful. What 
shall we do if he has not dined?” 

That, I believe, is always the first thought in the mind of 
a good wife when her husband returns home. Has he had 
his dinner? What can I give him for dinner? Will he like 
his dinner? Oh dear, oh dear! there’s nothing in the house 
but cold mutton. But on this occasion the lord of the man- 
sion had dined, and came home radiant with good-hum- 
our, and owing, perhaps, a little of his radiance to the dean’s 
claret. 

“I have told them,” said he, “that they may keep posses- 
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sion of the house for the next two months, and they have 
agreed to that arrangement.” 

“Thatis very pleasant,” saidMrs. Robarts. 

“And I don’t think we shall have so much trouble about 
the dilapidations after all.” 

“I’m very glad of that,” said Mrs. Robarts. But never- 
theless she was thinking much more of Lucy than of the 
house in Barchester Close. 

“You won’t betray me,” said Lucy, as she gave her sister- 
in-law a parting kiss at night. 

“No; not unless you give me permission.” 

“Ah; I shall never do that.” 


CHAPTER XXVII 
South AMdlej Street 

T H E Duke of Omnixim had notified to Mr. Fothergill 
his wish that some arrangement should be made about 
the Chaldicotes mortgages, and Mr. Fothergill 
understood what the duke meant as well as though his in- 
structions had been written down with all a lawyer’s ver- 
bosity. The duke’s meaning was this, that Chaldicotes was 
to be swept up and garnered, and made part and parcel of 
the Gatherum property. It had seemed to the duke that that 
affair between his friend and Miss Dunstable was hanging 
fire, and therefore it would be well that Chaldicotes should 
be swept up and garnered. And, moreover, tidings had 
come into the western division of the county that young 
Frank Gresham of Boxall Hill was in treaty with the Gov- 
ernment for the pmrchase of all that Crown property rMe-A 
me Chace of Chaldicotes. It had been offered to the duke, 
but the duke had given no defimte answer. Had he got his 
mon^ bach from Mr. Sowerby he could have forestalled 
Mr. Gresham; but now that did not seem to be probable. 
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and his grace was resolved that either the one property or 
the other should be duly garnered. Therefore Mr. Fother- 
giU went up to town, and therefore Mr. Sowerby was, 
most unwillingly, compelled to have a business interview 
with Mr. FothergiU. In the meantime, since last we saw 
him, Mr. Sowerby had learned from his sister the answer 
which Miss Dunstable had given to his proposition, and 
knew that he had no further hope in that direction. 

There was no further hope thence of absolute deliver- 
ance, but there had been a tender of money services. To 
give Mr. Sowerby his due, he had at once declared that it 
would be quite out of the question that he should now re- 
ceive any assistance of that sort from Miss Dunstable; but 
his sister had explained to him that it would be a mere busi- 
ness transaction; that Miss Dunstable would receive her in- 
terest; and that, if she would be content with four per cent. , 
whereas the duke received five, and other creditors six, 
seven, eight, ten, and Heaven only knows how much more, 
it might be well for all parties. He, himself, understood, as 
weU as FothergiU had done, what was the meaning of the 
duke’s message. Chaldicotes was to be gathered up and 
garnered, as had been done with so many another fair pro- 
perty lying in those regions. It was to be swaUowed whole, 
and the master was to walk out from his old famUy haU, to 
leave the old woods that he loved, to give up utterly to an- 
other the parks and paddocks and pleasant places which he 
had known from his earliest infancy, and owned from his 
earliest manhood. 

There can be nothing more bitter to a man than such a 
surrender. What, compared to this, can be the loss of wealth 
to one who has him self made it, and brought it together, 
but has never actuaUy seen it with his bodily eyes? Such 
wealth has come by one chance, and goes by another: the 
loss of it is part of the game which the man is playing; and if 
he cannot lose as weU as win, he is a poor, weak, cowar^y 
creature. Such men, as a rule, do know how to bear a mind 
fairly equal to adversity. But to have squandered the acres 
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which have descended from generation to generation; to be 

the member of one’s family that has ruined that family; to 

have swallowed up in one’s own maw all that should have 

graced one’s children, and one’s grandchildren! It seems to 

me that the misfortunes of this world can hardly go beyond 

that! 

Mr. Sowerby, in spite of his recklessness and that dare- 
devil gaiety which he knew so well how to wear and use, 
felt all this as keenly as any man could feel it. It had been 
absolutely his own fault. The acres had come to him all his 
own, and now, before his death, every one of them would 
have gone bodily into that greedy maw. The duke had 
bought up nearly all the debts which had been secured up- 
on the property, and now could make a clean sweep of it. 
Sowerby, when he received that message from Mr. Fother- 
gill, knew well that this was intended; and he knew well 
also, that when once he should cease to be Mr. Sowerby of 
Qbaldicotes, he need never again hope to be returned as 
member for West Barsetshire. This world would for him 
be all over. And what must such a man feel when he reflects 
that this world is for him aU over? 

On the morning in question he went to his appointment, 
still bearing a cheerful countenance. Mr. Fothergill, when 
in town on such business as this, always had a room at his 
service in the house of Messrs. Gumption & Gagebee, the 
duke’s London law agents, and it was thither that Mr. 
Sowerby had been summoned. The house of business of 
Messrs. Gumption & Gagebee was in South Audley Street; 
aiw it may be said that there was no spot on the whole earth 
which Mr. Sowerby so hated as he did the gloomy, dingy 
back sitting-room upstairs in that house. He had been 
there very often, but had never been there without annoy- 
ance. It was a horrid torture-chamber, kept for such dread 
purposes as these, and no doubt had been furnished, and 
papered, and curtained with the express object of finally 
broking down the spirits of such poor country gentlemen 
as chanced to be involved. Everything was of a brown crim- 
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son, — of a crimson that had become brown. Sunlight, real 
genial light of the sun, never made its way there, and no 
amount of candles could illumine the gloom of that brown- 
ness. The windows were never washed; the ceiling was of a 
dark brown; the old Turkey carpet was thick with dust, and 
brown withal. The ungainly office-table, in the middle of 
the room, had been covered with black leather, but that 
was now brown. There was a bookcase full of dingy brown 
law books in a recess on one side of the fireplace, but no one 
had touched them for years, and over the chimney-piece 
hung some old legal pedigree table, black with soot. Such 
was the room which Mr. FothergiU always used in the busi- 
ness house of Messrs. Gumption & Gagebee, in South 
Audley Street, near to Park Lane. 

I once heard this room spoken of by an old friend of 
mine, one Mr. Gresham of Greshamsbury, the father of 
Frank Gresham, who was now about to purchase that part 
of the Chace of Chaldicotes which belonged to the Crown. 
He also had had evil days, though now happily they were 
past and gone; and he, too, had sat in that room, and listen- 
ed to the voice of men who were powerful over his pro- 
perty, and intended to use that power. The idea which he 
left on my m i n d was much the same as that which I had 
entertained, when a boy, of a certain room in the castle of 
Udolpho. There was a chair in that Udolpho room in which 
those who sat were dragged out hmb by limb, the head one 
way and the legs another; the fingers were dragged off from 
the hands, and the teeth out from the jaws, and the hair off 
the head, and the flesh from the bones, and the joints from 
their sockets, till there was nothing left but a lifeless trunk 
seated in the chair. Mr. Gresham, as he told me, always sat 
in the same seat, and the tortures he suffered when so seated, 
the dislocations of his property which he was forced to dis- 
cuss, the operations on his very self which he was forced to 
witness, made me regard that room as worse than the cham- 
ber of Udolpho. He, luckily — a rare instance of good for- 
tune — ^had lived to see aU his bones and joints put together 
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again, and flourishing soundly; but he never could speak of 

the room without horror. 

“No consideration on earth,” he once said to me, very 
solemnly, — “I say none, should make me again enter that 
room,” And indeed this feeling -was so strong with him, 
that from the day when his afiairs took a turn he would 
never even walk down South Audley Street. On the morn- 
ing in question into this torture-chamber Mr. Sowerby 
went, and there, after some two or three minutes, he was 
joined by Mr. Fothergill. 

Mr. Fothergill was, in one respect, like to his friend 
Sowerby. He enacted two altogether different persons on 
occasions which were altogether different. Generally speak- 
ing, with the world at large, he was a jolly, rolhcking, popu- 
lar man, fond of eating and drinking, known to be devoted 
to the duke’s interests, and supposed to be somewhat un- 
scrupulous, or at any rate hard, when they were concerned; 
but in other respects a good-natured fellow: and there was 
a report about that he had once lent somebody money, 
without charging him interest or taking security. On the 
present occasion Sowerby saw at a glance that he had come 
thither with all the aptitudes and appurtenances of his 
business about him. He walked into the room with a 
short, quick step; there was no smile on his face as he shook 
hands with his old friend; he brought with him a box laden 
with papers and parchments, and he had not been a minute 
in the room before he was seated in one of the old dingy 
chairs. 

“How long have you been in town, Fothergill?” said 
Sowerby, still standing with his back against the chimney. 
He had resolved on only one thing — ^that nothing should 
induce him to touch,look at, or listen to any of those papers. 
He knew well enough that no good would come of that. 
He also had his own lawyer, to see that he was pilfered ac- 
cording to rule. 

“How long? Since the day before yesterday. I never was 
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so busy in my life. The duke, as usual, wants to have every- 
thing done at once.” 

“If he wants to have all that I owe him paid at once, he is 
like to be out in his reckoning.” 

“Ah, well; I’m glad you are ready to come quickly to 
business, because it’s always best. Won’t you come and sit 
down here?” 

“No, thank you; I’ll stand.” 

“But we shall have to go through these figures, you 
know.” 

“Not a figure, Fothergill. What good would it do? None 
to me, and none to you either, as I take it. If there is any- 
thing wrong. Potter’s fellows will find it out. What is it the 
duke wants?” 

“Well; to teU the truth, he wants his money.” 

“In one sense, and that the main sense, he has got it. He 
gets his interest regularly, does not he?” 

“Pretty well for that, seeing how times are. But, Sower- 
by, that’s nonsense. You understand the duke as well as I 
do, and you know very well what he wants. He has given 
you time, and if you had taken any steps towards getting 
the money, you might have saved the property.” 

“A hundred and eighty thousand pounds! What steps 
could I take to get that? Fly a bill, and let To2er have it to 
get cash on it in the Qty! ” 

“We hoped you were going to marry.” 

“That’s all off.” 

“Then I don’t think you can blame the duke for looking 
for his own. It does not suit him to have so large a sum 
standing out any longer. You see, he wants land, and will 
have it. Had you paid off what you owed him, he would 
have purchased the Crown property; and now, it seems 
young Gresham has bid against him, and is to have it. This 
has riled him, and I may as well teU you fairly, that he is 
determined to have either money or marbles.” 

“You mean that I am to be dispossessed.” 



48 Framley Parsonage 

“Well, yes; if you choose to call it so. My instructions 
are to foreclose at once.” 

“Then I must say the duke is treating me most uncom- 
monly ill.” 

“Well, Sowerby, I can’t see it.” 

“I can, though. He has his money like clock-Msrork; and 
he has bought up these debts from persons who would 
have never disturbed me as long as they got their interest.” 

“Haven’t you had the seat?” 

“The seat! and is it expected that I am to pay for that?” 

“I don’t see that anyone is asking you to pay for it. You 
are likeagreat many other people that I know. You wantto 
eat your cake and have it. You have been eating it for the 
last twenty years, and now you think yourself very ill-used 
because the duke wants to have his mrn.” 

“I shall think myself very ill-used if he sells me out 

worse than iU-used. I do not want to use strong language, 
but it will be more than ill-usage. I can hardly believe that 
he really means to treat me in that way.” 

“It is very hard that he shoidd want his own money!” 

“It is not his money that he wants. It is my property.” 

“And has he not paid for it? Have you not had the price 
of your property? Now, Sowerby, it is of no use for you to 
be angry; you have known for the last three years what was 
coming on you as well as I did. Why should the duke lend 
you money without an object? Of course he has his own 
views. But I do say this; he has not hurried you; and bad 
you been able to do anything to save the place you mig ht 
have done it. You have had time enough to look about 
you.” 

Sowerby stiU stood in the place in which he had first 
feed himself, and now for awhile he remained silent. His 
fa^was very stem, and there was in his covintenance none 
of those winning looks which often told so powerfully with 
lus young friends,— which had caughtLord Lufton and had 
chatmed Mark Robarts. The worldwas going against him, 
and things around him were coming to an end. He was be- 
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giiming to perceive that he had in truth eaten his cake, and 
that there was now little left for him to do, — ^unless he 
chose to blow out his brains. He had said to Lord Lufiton 
that a man’s back should be broad enough for any burden 
with which he himself might load it. Could he now boast 
that his back was broad enough and strong enough for this 
burden? But he had even then, at that bitter moment, a 
strong remembrance that it behoved him stiU to be a man. 
His filial ruin was coming on him, and he would soon be 
swept away out of the knowledge and memory of those 
with whom he had lived. But, nevertheless, he would bear 
himself well to the last. It was true that he had made his own 
bed, and he understood the justice which required him to 
lie upon it. 

During aU this time Fothergill occupied himself with the 
papers. He continued to turn over one sheet after another, 
as though he were deeply engaged in money considerations 
and calculations. But, in truth, during all that time he did 
not read a word. There was nothing there for him to read. 
The reading and the writing, and the arithmetic in such 
matters, are done by underlings — ^not by such big men as 
Mr. Fothergill. His business was to teU Sowerby that he was 
to go. All those records there were of very little use. The 
duke had the power; Sowerby knew that the duke had the 
power; andFothergill’s business was to explain thatthe duke 
meant to exercise his power. He was used to the work, and 
went on turning over the papers, and pretending to read 
them, as though his doing so were of the greatest moment. 

“I shall see the duke myself,” Mr. Sowerby said at last, 
and there was something almost dreadftd in the sound of 
his voice. 

“You know that the duke won’t see you on a matter of 
this kind. He never speaks to any one about money; you 
know that as well as I do.” 

“By but he shall speak to me. Never speak to any 

one alxDut money? Why is he ashamed to speak of it when 
he loves it so dearly? He shall see me.” 
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“I have nothing further to say, Sowerby. Of course I 
shan’t ask his grace to see you; and if you force your way in 
on him you know what will happen. It won’t be my doing 
if he is set against you. Nothing that you say to me in that 
way, — no thing that anybody ever says, — goes beyond my- 
seE” 

shall manage the matter through my own lawyer,” 
said Sowerby; and then he took his hat, and, without utter- 
ing another word, left the room. 

We know not what may be the nature of that eternal 
punishment to which those will be doomed who shall be 
judged to have been evil at the last; but methinks that no 
more terrible torment can be devised than the memory of 
seE-imposed ruin. What wretchedness can exceed that of 
rememberiug from day to day that the race has been all run, 
and has been altogether lost; that the last chance has gone, 
and has gone in vain; that the end has come, and with it 
disgrace, contempt, and seE-scorn — disgrace that never 
can be redeemed, contempt that never can be removed, and 
seE-scorn that will eat into one’s vitals for ever? 

Mr. Sowerby was now fifty; he had enjoyed his chances 
in lEe; and as he walked back, up South Audley Street, he 
could not but think of the uses he had made of them. He 
had fallen into the possession of a fine property on the at- 
tainment of his manhood; he had been endowed with more 
than average gifts of intellect; never-failing health had been 
given to hrm, and a vision fairly clear in discerning good 
from evil; and now to what a pass had he brought himseE! 

And that man Fothergill had put all this before him in so 
terribly clear a light! Now that the day for his final demol- 
ishment had arrived, the necessity that he should be demol- 
ished — ^finished away at once, out of sight and out of mind 
— ^had not been softened, or, as it were, haE hidden, by any 
ambiguous phrase. “You have had your cake, and eaten it 
— eaten it greedily. Is not that sufficient for you? Would 
you eat your cake twice? Would you have a succession of 
cakes? No, my friend; there is no succession of these cakes 
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for those who eat them greedily. Your proposition is not a 
fair one, and we who have the whip-hand of you will not 
listen to it. Be good enough to vanish. Permit yourself to be 
swept quietly into the dunghill. All that there was about 
you of value has departed from you; and allow me to say 
that you are now — ^rubbish.” And then the ruthless besom 
comes with irresistible rush, and the rubbish is swept into 
the pit, there to be hidden for ever from the sight. 

And the pity of it is this — ^that a man, if he will only re- 
strain his greed, may eat his cake and yet have it; aye, and in 
doing so will have twice more the flavour of the cake than 
he who with gormandizing maw will devour his dainty all 
at once. Cakes in this world will grow by being fed on, if 
only the feeder be not too insatiate. On all which wisdom 
Mr. So werby pondered with sad heart and very melancholy 
mind as he walked away from the premises of Messrs. 
Gumption & Gagebee. 

His intention had been to go down to the House after 
leaving Mr. FothergUl, but the prospect of immediate ruin 
had been too much for him, and he Imew that he was not fit 
to be seen at once among the haunts of men. And he had 
intended also to go down to Barchester early on the follow- 
ing morning — only for a few hours, that he might make 
further arrangements respecting that bill which Robarts 
had accepted for him. That bill — ^the second one — ^had now 
become due, and Mr. Tozer had been with him. 

“Now it ain’t no use in life, Mr. Sowerby,” Tozer had 
said. ‘T ain’t got the paper myself, nor didn’t ’old it, not 
two hours. It went away through Tom Tozer; you knows 
that, Mr. Sowerby, as well as I do.” 

Now, whenever Tozer, Mr. Sowerby’s Tozer, spoke of 
Tom Tozer, Mr. Sowerby knew that seven devils were be- 
ing evoked, each worse than the first devil. Mr. Sowerby 
did feel something like sincere regard, or rather love, for 
that poor parson whom he had inveigled into mischief, and 
would fain save him, if it were possible, from the Tozer 
fang. Mr. Forrest, of the Barchester bank, would probably 
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take up that last five hundred pound bill, on behalf of Mr. 
Robarts, — only it would be needful that he, Sowerby, 
should ^ down and see that this was properly done. As 
to the other bill — the former and lesser one — ^as to that, 
Mr. Tozer would probably be quiet for a while. 

Such had been Sowerby’s programme for these two days; 
but now— what further possibility was there now that he 
should care for Robarts, or any other human being; he that 
was to be swept at once into the dung-heap? 

In this frame of mind he walked up South Audley Street, 
and crossed one sideof Grosvenor Square, and went almost 
mechanically into Green Street. At the farther end of Green 
Street, near to Park Lane, lived Mr. and Mrs. Harold Smith. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 
Dr. Thorne 

W HEN Miss Dunstable met her friends, the Gresh- 
ams — ^young Frank Gresham and his wife — at 
Gatherum Castie, she immediately asked after one 
Dr. Thome, who was Mrs. Gresham’s uncle. Dr. Thorne 
was an old bachelor, in whom both as a man and a doctor 
Miss Dunstable was inchned to place much confidence. 
Not that she had ever entmsted the cure of her bodily ail- 
ments to Dr, Thorne — ^for she kept a doctor of her own. 
Dr. Easyman, for this purpose — and it may moreover be 
said that she rarely had bodily ailments requiring the care of 
any doctor. But she always spoke of Dr. Thorne among her 
friends as a man of wonderful erudition and judgement; and 
had once or twice asked and acted on his advice in matters 
of much moment. Dr. Thome was not a man accustomed 
to the London world; he kept no house there, and seldom 
even visited the metropolis; but Miss Dunstable had known 
him at Greshamsbury, where he lived, and there had for 
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some months past gtown up a considerable intimacy be- 
tween them. He was now staying at the house of his niece, 
Mrs. Gresham; but the chief reason of his co ming up had 
been a desire expressed by Miss Dunstable, that he should 
do so. She had wished for his advice; and at the instigation 
of his niece he had visited London and given it. 

The special piece of business as to which Dr. Thorne had 
thus been summoned from the bedsides of his country pat- 
ients, and especiallyfromthebedsideofLady Arabella Gres- 
ham, to whose son his niece was married, related to certain 
large money interests, as to which one might have imagined 
that Dr. Thorne’s advice would not be peculiarly valuable. 
He had never been much versed in suchmattersonhisown 
account, and was knowing neither in the ways of the share 
market, nor in the prices of land. But Miss Dunstable was a 
lady accustomed to have her own way, and to be indulged 
in her own wishes without being called on to give adequate 
reasons for them. 

“My dear,” she had said to young Mrs. Gresham, “if 
your uncle don’t come up to London now, when I make 
such a point of it, I shall think that he is a bear and a savage; 
and I certainly will never speak to hi m again, — or to Frank 
— or to you; so you had better see to it.” Mrs. Gresham had 
not probably taken her friend’s threat as meaning quite all 
that it threatened. Miss Dunstable habitually used strong 
language; and those who knew her well, generally under- 
stood when she was to be taken as expressing her thoughts 
by figures of speech. In this instance she had not meant it 
aU; but nevertheless, Mrs. Gresham had used violent in- 
fluence in bringing the poor doctor up to London. 

“Besides,” said Miss Dunstable, “I have resolved on hav- 
ing the doctor at my conversazione, and if he won’t come of 
himself, I shall go down and fetch him. I have set my heart 
on trumping my dear friend Mrs. Proudie’s best card; so I 
mean to get everybody I” 

The upshot of all this was, that the doctor did come up to 
town, and remained the best part of a week at his niece’s 
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house in Portman Squate — to the great dis^st of the Lady 
Arabella, who conceived that she must die if neglected for 
three days. As to the matter ofbusiness, Ihaveno doubt but 
that he was of great use. He was possessed of common 
sense and an honest purpose; and I am inclined to think that 
they are often a sufficient counterpoise to a considerable 
amount of worldly experience. If one could have the world- 
ly experience also ! True! but then it is so difficult to 

get everything. But with that special matter ofbusiness we 
need not have any further concern. We will presume it to 
have been discussed and completed, and willnow dress our- 
selves for Miss Dunstable’s conversazione. 

But it must not be supposed that she was so poor in 
genius as to caU her party openly by a name borrowed for 
the nonce from Mrs. Proudie. It was only among her speci- 
ally intimate friends, Mrs. Harold Smith and some few 
dozen others, that she indulged in this little joke. There had 
been nothing in the least pretentious about the card with 
which she summoned her friends to her house on this oc- 
casion. She had merely signified in some ordinary way, that 
she woiold be glad to see them as soon after nine o’clock on 
Thursday evening, the instant, as might be conveni- 

ent. But all the world understood that all the world was to 
be gathered together at Miss Dunstable’s house on the 
night in question — ^that an effort was to be made to bring 
together people of all classes, gods and giants, saints and 
sinners, those rabid through the strength of their morality, 
such as our dear friend Lady Lufton, and those who were 
rabid in the opposite direction, such as Lady Hartletop, the 
Duke of Omnium, and Mr. Sowerby . An orthodox martyr 
had been caught from the East, and an oily latter-day St. 
Paul, from the other side of the water — to the horror and 
amazement of Archdeacon Grantly, who had come up all 
the way from Plumstead to be present on the o ccasion. Mrs . 
Grandy also had hankered to be there; but when she heard 
of the presence of the latter-day St. Paul, she triumphed 
loudly over her husband, who had made no offer to take her. 
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That Lords Brock and De Terrier were to be at the gather- 
ing was nothing. The pleasant king of the gods and the 
courdy chief of the giants could shake hands with each 
other in any house witih the greatest pleasure; but men were 
to meet who, in reference to each otiber, could shake noth- 
ing but their heads or their fists. Supplehouse was to be 
there, and Harold Smith, who now hated his enemy with a 
hatred surpassing that of women — or even of politicians. 
The minor gods, it was thought, would congregate togeth- 
er in one room, very bitter in their present state of banish- 
ment; and the minor giants in another, terribly loud in their 
triumph. That is the fault of the giants, who, otherwise, are 
not bad fellows; they are imable to endure the weight of any 
temporary success. When attempting Olympus — and this 
work of attempting is doubtless their natural condition — 
they scratch and scramble, diligently using both toes and 
fingers, with a mixture of a good-humoured virulence and 
self-satisfied industry that is gratifying to aU parties. But 
whenever their efforts are xmesqpectedly, and for themselves 
unfortunately successful, they are so taken aback that they 
lose the power of behaving themselves with even gigant- 
esque propriety. 

Such, so great and so various, was to be the intended 
gathering at Miss Dunstable’s house. She herself laughed, 
and quizzed herself — speaking of the affair to Mrs. Harold 
Smith as though it were an excellent joke, and to Mrs. Prou- 
die as though she were simply emulous of rivalling those 
world-famous assemblies in Gloucester Place; but the town 
at large knew that an effort was being made, and it was sup- 
posed that even Miss Dunstable was somewhat nervous. In 
spite of her excellent joking it was presumed that she would 
be unhappy if she failed. 

To Mrs. Frank Gresham she did speak with some little 
seriousness. “But why on earth should you give yourself all 
this trouble?” that lady had said, when Miss Dimstable 
owned that she was doubtful, and unhappy in her doubts, 
as to the coming of one of the great colleagues of Mr. Sup- 
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plehouse. “When such hundreds are coming, big wigs and 
little wigs of all shades, what can it matter whether Mr. 
Towers bethereornot?” 

ButMissDunstablehadansweredalmostwithascreech,— 

“My dear, it will be nothing without him. You don’t 
understand; but the fact is that Tom Towers is everybody 
and everyttdng at present. ” 

And then, by no means for the first time, Mrs. Gresham 
began to lecture her friend as to her vanity; in answer to 
which lecture Miss Dunstable mysteriously hinted, that if 
she were only allowed her full swing on this occasion, — if 

all the world would now indulge her, she would She 

did not quite say what she would do, but the inference 
drawn by Mrs. Gresham was this: that if the incense now 
offered on the altar of Fashion were accepted. Miss Dun- 
stable would at once abandon the pomps and vanities of 
this wicked world, and all the sinful lusts of the flesh. 

“But the doctor will stay, my dear? I hope I may look on 
that as fixed.” 

Miss Dunstable, in making this demand on the doctor’s 
time, showed an energy quite equal to that with which she 
invoked the gods that Tom Towers might not be absent. 
Now, to tell the tmth. Dr. Thorne had at first thought it 
very unreasonable that he should be asked to remain up in 
London in order that he might be present at an evening 
party, and had for a while pertinaciously refused; but when 
he learned that three or four prime ministers were expected, 
and thzt it was possible that even Tom Towers might be 
there in the flesh, his philosophy also had become weak, 
and he had written to Lady Arabella, to say that his pro- 
longed absence for two days further must be endured, and 
t^t the mild tonics, morning and evening, might be con- 
tinued. 

But why should Miss Dunstable be so anxious that Dr. 
Thome should be present on this grand occasion? Why, in- 
deed, should she be so frequently inclined to summon him 
away from his country practice, his compounding board. 
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anA bis useful ministrations to rural ailments? The doctor 
was connected with her by no ties of blood. Their friend- 
ship, intimate as it was, had as yet been but of short date. 
She was a very rich woman, capable of purchasing aU man- 
ner of advice and good counsel, whereas he was so far from 
being rich, that any continued disturbance to his practice 
might be inconvenient to him. Nevertheless, Miss Dun- 
stable seemed to have no more compunction in making 
calls upon his time, than she might have felt had he been 
her brother. No ideas on this matter suggested themselves 
to the doctor himself. He was a simple-minded man, taking 
things as they came, and especially so taking things that 
came pleasantly. He liked Miss Dunstable, and was grati- 
fied by her friendship, and did not think of asking himself 
whether she had a right to put him to trouble and incon- 
venience. But such ideas did occur to Mrs. Gresham, the 
doctor’s niece. Had Miss Dunstable any object, and if so, 
what object? Was it simply veneration for the doctor, or 
was it caprice? Was it eccentricity — or could it possibly be 
love? 

In speaking of the ages of these two friends it may be said 
in round terms that the lady was well past forty, and that 
the gentleman was well past fifty. Under such circvunstance 
could it be love? The lady, too, was one who had had offers 
almost by the dozen, — offers from men of rank, from men 
of fashion, and from men of power; from men endowed 
with personal attractions, with pleasant manners, with cul- 
tivated tastes, and with eloquent tongues. Not only had she 
loved none such, but by none such had she been cajoled 
into an idea that it was possible that she coxxld love them. 
That Dr. Thorne’s tastes were cultivated, and his manners 
pleasant, might probably be admitted by three or four old 
friends in the country who valued him; but the world in 
London, that world to which Miss Dunstable was accus- 
tomed, and which was apparently becoming dearer to her 
day by day, would not have regarded the doctor as a man 
likely to become the object of a lady’s passion. 
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But neveithdess the idea did occur to Mrs. Gresham. 
She had been brought ujp at the elbow of this country prac- 
titioner; she had lived with him as though she had been his 
daughter; she had been for years the ministering angel of 
his household; and, till her heart had opened to the natural 
love of womanhood, aU her closest sympathies had been 
with him. In her eyes the doctor was all but perfect; and it 
did not seem to her to be out of the question that Miss Dun- 
stable shoiild have fallen in love with her uncle. 

Miss Dunstable once said to Mrs. Harold Smith that it 
was possible that she might marry, the only condition then 
expressed being this, that the man elected should be one 
who was quite indifferent as to money. Mrs. Harold Smith, 
who, by her friends, was presumed to know the world with 
tolerable accuracy, had replied that such a man Miss Dun- 
stable would never find in this world. All this had passed in 
that half-comic vein of banter which Miss Dunstable so 
commonly used when conversing with such friends as Mrs. 
Harold Smith; but she had spoken words of the same im- 
port more than once to Mrs. Gresham; and Mrs. Gresham, 
putting two and two together as women do, had made four 
of the little sum; and, as the final result of the calculation, 
determined that Miss Dunstable would marry Dr. Thome 
if Dr. Thorne would ask her. 

And then Mrs. Gresham began to bethink herself of two 
other questions. Would it be well that her uncle should 
marry Miss Dunstable? and if so, would it be possible to in- 
duce him to make such a proposition? After the consider- 
ation of many pros and cons, and the balancing of very 
various arguments, Mrs . Gresham thought that the arrange- 
ment on the whole might not be a bad one. For Miss Dun- 
stable she herself had a sincere affection, which was shared 
by her husband. She had often grieved at the sacrifices Miss 
Dunstable made to the world, thinking that her friend was 
falling into vanity, indifference, and an hi mode of life; but 
such a marriage as this would probably cure all that. And 
then as to Dr. Thome himself, to whose benefit were of 
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course applied Mrs. Gresham’s most earnest thoughts in 
this matter, she could not but think that he would be hap- 
pier married than he was single. In point of temper, no 
woman could stand higher than Miss Dunstable; no one 
had ever heard of her being in an hl-humour; and then 
though Mrs. Gresham was gifted with a mind which was 
far removed from being mercenary, it was impossible not 
to feel that some benefit must accrue from the bride’s 
wealth. Mary Thome, the present Mrs. Frank Gresham, 
Tiad herself been a great heiress. Circumstances had weight- 
ed her hand with enormous possessions, and hitherto she 
had not realized the truth of mat lesson which would teach 
us to believe that happiness and riches are incompatible. 
Therefore she resolved that it might be well if the doctor 
and Miss Dunstable were brought together. 

But could the doctor be induced to make such an offer? 
Mrs. Gresham acknowledged a terrible difficulty in look- 
ing at the matter from that point of view. Her uncle was 
fond of Miss Dunstable; but she was sure that an idea of 
such a marriage had never entered his head; that it would 
be very difficult — almost impossible — ^to create such an 
idea; and that if the idea were there, the doctor could hard- 
ly be instigated to make the proposition. Looking at the 
matter as a whole, she feared that the match was not prac- 
ticable. 

On the day of Miss Dunstable’s party, Mrs. Gresham 
and her uncle dined together alone in Portman Square. Mr. 
Gresham was not yet in Parliament, but an almost immedi- 
ate vacancy was ejected in his division of the county, and 
it was known that no one could stand against him with any 
chance of success. This threw him much among the poli- 
ticians of his party — ^those giants, namely, whomit would be 
his business to support — and on this account he was a good 
deal away from his own house at the present moment. 

“Politics make a terrible demand on a man’s tune,” he 
said to his wife; and then went down to dine at his club in 
PaU MaU with sundry other young philogeants. On men of 
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that class politics do make a great demand — at the hour of 

dinner and thereabouts. 

“What do you think of Miss Dunstable?” said Mrs. Gre- 
sham to her uncle, as they sat together over their coflFee. She 
added nothing to the question, but asked it in all its bald- 
ness. 

“T hink about her!” said the doctor; “well, Mary; what 
do you think about her? I dare say we think die same.” 

“But that’s not the question. What do you think about 
her? Do you think she’s honest?” 

“Honest? Oh, yes, certainly — ^very honest, I should say.” 

“And good-tempered?” 

“Uncommonly good-tempered.” 

“And affectionate?” 

“Well, — ^yes; and affectionate. I should certainly say that 
she is affectionate.” 

“I’m sure she’s clever.” 

“Yes, I think she’s clever.” 

“And, and — and womanly ia her feehngs.” Mrs. Gre- 
sham felt that she could not quite say lady-like, though she 
would fain have done so had she dared. 

“Oh, certainly,” said the doctor. “But, Mary, why are 
you dissecting Miss Dunstable’s character with so much 
ingenuity?” 

“Well, uncle, I will tell you why; because — ” and Mrs. 
Gresham, while she was speaking, got up from her chair, 
and going roxind the table to her uncle’s side, put her arm 
round his neck tiU her face was close to his, and then con- 
tinued speaking as she stood behind him out of his sight — 
“because — think that Miss Dunstable is — ^is very fond of 
you; and that it would make her happy if you would — ask 
her to be your wife.” 

“Mary!” said the doctor, turning round with an endeav- 
our to look his niece in the face. 

“I am quite in earnest, uncle — quite in earnest. From 
httle things iBat she has said, and little things that I have 
seen, I do believe what I now tell you.” 
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“Dear uncle; my own one darling uncle, I want you only 
to do that which will make you — ^make you happy. What is 
Miss Dunstable to me compared to you?” And then she 
stooped down and kissed him. 

The doctor was apparently too much astounded by the 
intimation given him to make any further immediate reply. 
His niece, seeing this, left him, that she might go and dress; 
and when they met again in the drawing-room Frank Gre- 
sham was with them. 


CHAPTER XXIX 
Miss Dunstable at Home 

M ISS DUNSTABLE did not look like a love-lorn 
maiden, as she stood in a small ante-chamber at the 
topofherdrawing-roomstairs,receiviQgher guests. 
Her house was one of those abnormal mansions, which are 
to be seen here and there in London, built in compliance 
rather with the rules of rural architecture, than with those 
which usually govern the erection of city streets and town 
terraces. It stood back from its brethren, and alone, so that 
its owner could walk round it. It was approached by a short 
carriage-way; the chief door was in the back of the build- 
ing; and the front of the house looked on to one of the 
parks. Miss Dtmstable in procuring it had had her usual 
luck. It had been built by an eccentric millionaire at an 
enormous cost; and the eccentric millionaire, after living in 
it for twelve months, had declared that it did not possess a 
single comfort, and that it was deficient in most of those de- 
tails which, in point of house accommodation,are necessary 
to the very existence of man. Consequently the mansion 
was sold, and Miss Dunstable was the purchaser. Cran- 
boum House it had been named, and its present owner had 
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made no change in this respect; but the world at large ver7 
generally called it Ointment HaU, and Miss Dunstable her- 
self as frequendy used that name for it as any other. It was 
impossible to quiz Miss Dunstable with any success, be- 
cause she always j oined in the joke herself. 

Not a word further had passed between Mrs. Gresham 
and Dr. Thome on the subject of their last conversation; 
but the doctor as he entered the lady’s portals amongst a 
tribe of servants and in a glare of light, and saw the crowd 
before him and the crowd behind him, felt that it was quite 
impossible that he should ever be at home there. It might 
be all right that a Miss Dunstable should live in this way, 
but it could not be right that the wife of Dr. Thome should 
so Uve. But all this was a matter of the merest speculation, 
for he was well aware — as he said to himself a dozen timps 
— ^that his niece had blundered strangely in her reading of 
Miss Dunstable’s character. 

When the Gresham party entered the ante-room into 
which the staircase opened, they found Miss Dunstable 
standing there surrounded by a few of her most intimate 
allies. Mrs. Harold Smith was sitting quite close to her; Dr. 
Easyman was reclining on a sofa against the waU, and the 
lady who habitually lived with Miss Drmstable was by his 
side. One or two others were there also, so that a little mn- 
ning conversation was kept up in order to relieve Miss Dun- 
stable of the tedium which might otherwise be engendered 
by the work she had in hand. As Mrs. Gresham, leaning on 
her husband’s arm, entered the room, she saw the back of 
Proudie, as that lady made her way through the oppo- 
site door, leaning on the arm of the bishop. 

Mrs. Harold Smith had apparently recovered from the 
annoyance which she must no doubt have felt when Miss 
Dunstable so utterly rejected her suit on behalf of her bro- 
ther. If any feeling had existed, even for a day, calculated to 
put a stop to the intimacy between the two ladies, that feel- 
ing had altogether died away, for Mrs. Harold Smith was 
conversing with her friend, quite in the old way. She made 
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some remark on each of the guests as they passed by, and 
apparently did so in a manner satisfactory to the owner of 
the house, for Miss Dunstable answered with her kindest 
smiles, and in that genial, happy tone of voice which gave 
its peculiar character to her good humour: 

“She is quite convinced that you are a mere plagiarist in 
what you are doing,” said Mrs. Harold Smith, speaking of 
Mrs. Proudie. 

“And so I am. I don’t suppose there can be anything very 
original nowadays about an evening party.” 

“But she thinks you are copying her.” 

“And why not? I copy everybody that I see, more or less. 
You did not at first begin to wear big petticoats out of your 
own head? If Mrs. Proudie has any such pride as that, pray 
don’t rob her of it. Here’s the doctor and the Greshams. 
Mary, my darling, how are you?” and in spite of aU her 
grandeur of apparel. Miss Dunstable took hold of Mrs. 
Gresham and kissed her — ^to the disgust of the dozen and 
a half of the distinguished fashionable world who were 
passing up the stairs behind. 

The doctor was somewhat repressed in his mode of ad- 
dress by the communication which had so lately been made 
to him. Miss Dunstable was now standing on the very top 
of the pinnacle of wealth, and seemed to h im to be not only 
so much above his reach, but also so far removed from his 
track in life, that he could not in any way put himself on a 
level with her. He could neither aspire so lugh nor descend 
so low; and thinking of this he sjpoke to Miss Dunstable as 
though there were some great distance between them, — ^as 
though there had been no hours of intimate friendship 
down at Greshamsbury. There had been such hours, dur- 
ing which Miss Dunstable and Dr. Thome had lived as 
though they belonged to the same world: and this at any 
rate may be said of Miss Dunstable, that she had no idea of 
forgetting them. 

Dr. Thorne merely gave her his hand, and then prepared 
to pass on. 
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“Don’t go, doctor,” she said; “for heaven’s sake, don’t 
go yet. I don’t know when I may catch you if you get in 
mere. I shan’t be able to follow you for the next two hours. 
Lady Meredith, I am so much obhged to you for coming — 
your mother will be here, I hope. Oh, I am so glad! From 
her you know that is quite a favour. You, Sir George, are 
haifa sinner yourself, so I don’t think so much about it.” 

“Oh, quite so,” said Sir George; “perhaps rather the 
largest half.” 

“The men divide the world into gods and giants,” said 
Miss Dunstable. “We women have our divisions also. We 
are saints or sinners according to our party. The worst of it 
is, that we rat almost as often as you do.” Whereupon Sir 
George laughed and passed on. 

“I know, doctor, you don’t hke this kind of thing,” she 
continued, “but there is no reason why you should indulge 
yourself altogether in your own way, more than another — 
is there, Frank?” 

“I am not so sure but he does like it,” said Mr. Gresham. 
“There are some of your reputed friends whom he owns 
that he is anxious to see.” 

“Are there? Then there is some hope of his ratting too. 
But he’ll never make a good staunch sinner; will he, Mary? 
You’re too old to learn new tricks; eh, doctor?” 

“I am afraid I am,” said the doctor, with a faint laugh. 

“Does Doctor Thorne rank himself among the army of 
saints?” asked Mrs. Harold Smith. 

“Decidedly,” said Miss Dunstable. “But you must al- 
ways remember that there are saints of different orders; are 
there not, Mary? and nobody supposes that the Franciscans 
and the Dominicans agree very well together. Dr. Thorne 
does not belong to the school of St. Proudie, of Barchester; 
he would prefer the priestess whom I see coming round the 
comer of the staitcase, with a very famous young novice at 
her elbow.” 

“From all that I can hear, you will have to reckon Miss 
Grantly among the sinners,” said Mrs. Harold Smith — see- 
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ing that Lady Lufton with her young friend was approach- 
ing — “unless, indeed, you can make a saint of Lady Harde- 
top. 

And then Lady Lufton entered the room, and Miss Dun- 
stable came forward to meet her with more quiet respect in 
her mann er than she had as yet shown to many of her guests . 
“I am much obliged to you for coming. Lady Lufton,” she 
said, “and the more so, for bringing Miss Grandy with 
you.” 

Lady Lufton uttered some pretty litde speech, during 
which Dr. Thome came up and shook hands with her; as 
did also Frank Gresham and his wife. There was a county- 
acquaintance between the Framley people and the Gre- 
shambury people, and therefore there was a litde general 
conversation before Lady Lufton passed out of the small 
room into what Mrs. Proudie would have called the noble 
suite of apartments. “Papa wiU. be here,” said Miss Grandy; 
“at least so I understand. I have not seen him yet myself.” 

“Oh, yes, he has promised me,” said Miss Dunstable; 
“and the archdeacon, I know, will keep his word. I should 
by no means have the proper ecclesiastical balance without 
him.” 

“Papa always does keep his word,” said Miss Grandy, in 
a tone that was almost severe. She had not at all understood 
poor Miss Dunstable’s litde joke, or at any rate she was too 
dignified to respond to it. 

“I understand that old Sir John is to accept the Chiltern 
Himdreds at once,” said Lady Lufton, in a half whisper to 
Frank Gresham. 

Lady Lufton had always taken a keen interest in the poli- 
tics of East Barsetshire, and was now desirous of stressing 
her satisfaction fhat a Gresham should again sit for the 
county. The Greshams had been old county members in 
Barsetshire, time out of mind. 

“Oh, yes; I beheve so,” said Frank, blushing. He was 
still young enoughtofeel almost ashamed of putting him- 
self forward for such high honours . 

f 
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“There will be no contest, of course,” said Lady Lufton, 
confidentially. “There seldom is in East Barsetshire, I am 
happy to say. But if there were, every tenant at Framley 
would vote on the right side; I can assure you of that. Lord 
Lufton was saying so to me only this morning.” 

Frank Gresham made a pretty little speech in reply, such 
as young sucking politicians are expected to make; and 
this, with sundry other small courteous murmurings, de- 
tained the Lufton party for a minute or two in the ante- 
chamber. In the meantime the world was pressing on and 
passing through to the foixr or five large reception-rooms 
— ^the noble suite which was already piercing poor Mrs. 
Proudie’s heart with envy to the very core. “These are the 
sort of rooms,” she said to herself unconsciously, “which 
ought to be provided by the country for the use of its 
bishops.” 

“But the people are not brought enough together,” she 
said to her lord. 

“No, no; I don’t think they are,” said the bishop. 

“And that is so essential for a conversazione,” continued 
Mrs. Proudie. “Now in Gloucester Place ” 

But we win not record all her adverse criticisms, as Lady 
Lufton is waiting for us in the ante-room. And now another 
arrival of moment had taken place; — an arrival indeed of 
very great moment. To tell the truth. Miss Dunstable’s 
heart had been set upon having two special persons; and 
though no stone had been left imturned, — ^no stone which 
could be turned with discretion, — she was still left in doubt 
as to both these two wondrous potentates. At the very mo- 
ment of which we are now speaking, light and airy as she 
appeared to be — for it was her character to be light and 
airy-— her mind was tom with doubts. If the wished-for 
two would come, her evening would be thoroughly suc- 
cessful; but if not, all her trouble would have been thrown 
away, md the thing would have been a failure; and there 
were circumstances connected with the present assembly 
which made Miss Dunstable very anxious that she should 
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not fail. That the two great ones of the earth were Tom 
Towers of the Jupiter, and the Duke of Omnium, need hard- 
ly be expressed in words . 

And now, at this very moment, as Lady Lufton was 
making her civil speeches to young Gresham, apparently in 
no hurry to move on, and while Miss Dunstable was en- 
deavouring to whisper something into the doctor’s ear, 
which would make him feel himself at home in this new 
world, a sound was heard which made that lady know that 
half her wish had at any rate been granted to her. A sound 
was heard — ^but only by her own and one other attentive 
pair of ears. Mrs. Harold Smith had also caught the nam e, 
and knew that the duke was approachmg. 

There was great glory and triumph in this; but why had 
his grace come at so unchancy a moment? Miss Dunstable 
had been fully aware of the impropriety of bringing Lady 
Lufton and the Duke of Omnium into the same house at 
the same time; but when she had asked Lady Lufton, she 
had been led to believe that there was no hope of obtaining 
the duke; and then, when that hope had dawned upon her, 
she had comforted herself with the reflection that the two 
suns, though they might for some few minutes be in the 
same hemisphere, could hardly be expected to clash, or 
come across each other’s orbits. Her rooms were large and 
would be crowded; the duke would probably do little more 
than walk through them once, and Lady Lufton would cer- 
tainly be surrounded by persons of her own class. Thus 
Miss Dunstable had cornforted herself. But now all things 
were going wrong, and Lady Lufton would find herself in 
close contiguity to the nearest representative of Satanic 
agency, which, according to her ideas, was allowed to walk 
this nether English world of ours. Would she scream? or 
indignantly retreat out of the house? — or would she proud- 
ly raise her head, and with outstretched hand and audible 
voice, boldly defy the devil and all his works? In thinking 
of these things as the duke approached Miss Dunstable al- 
most lost her presence of mind. 
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But Mrs. Harold Smith did not lose hers. 

“So here at last is the duke,” she said, in a tone intended 
to catch the express attention of Lady Lufton. 

Mrs. Smith had calculated that there might still be ttmp 
for her ladyship to pass on and avoid the interview. But 
Lady Lufton, if she heard the words, did not completely 
understand them. At any rate they did not convey to her 
mind at the moment the meaning they were intended to 
convey. She paused to whisper a last little speech to Frank 
Gresham, and then looking round, found that the gentle- 
man who was pressing against her dress was — ^the Duke of 
Omnium! 

On this great occasion, when the misfortune could no 
longer be avoided. Miss Dxmstable was by no means be- 
neath herself or her character. She deplored the calamity, 
but she now saw that it was only left to her to make the best 
of it. The duke had honoured her by coming to her house, 
and she was bound to welcome him, though in doing so she 
shoTxld bring Lady Lufton to her last gasp . 

“Duke,” she said, “I am greatly honoured by this kind- 
ness on the part of your grace. I hardly expected that you 
would be so good to me.” 

“The goodness is all on the other side,” said the duke, 
bowing over her hand. 

And then in the usual course of things this would have 
been all. The duke would have walked on and shown him- 
self, would have said a word or two to Lady Hartletop, to 
the bishop, to Mr. Gresham, and such Uke, and would then 
have left the rooms by another way, and quietly escaped. 
This was the duty expected from him, and this he would 
have done, and the value of the party would have been in- 
creased thirty per cent, by such doing; but now, as it was, 
the newsmongers of the West End were likely to get much 
more out of him. 

Circumstances had so turned out that he had absolutely 
been pressed dose against Lady Lufton, and she, when she 
heard the voice, and was made positively acquainted with 
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the fact of the great man’s presence by Miss Dunstable’s 
words, turned round quickly, but still with much feminine 
dignity, removing her dress from the contact. In doing this 
she was brought absolutely face to face with the duke, so 
that each could not but look full at the other. “I beg your 
pardon,” said the duke. They were the only words that had 
ever passed between them, nor have they spoken to each 
other since; but simple as they were, accompanied by the 
little byplay of the speakers, they gave rise to a consider- 
able amount of ferment in the fashionable world. Lady Luf- 
ton, as she retreated back on to Dr. Easyman, curtseyed 
low; she curtseyed low and slowly, and with a haughty 
arrangement of her drapery that was all her own; but the 
curtsey, though it was eloquent, did not say half so much, 
— did not reprobate the ha&tual iniquities of the duke with 
a voice nearly as potent, as that which was eicpressed in the 
gradual fall of her eye and the gradual pressure of her lips. 
When she commenced her curtsey she was looking full in 
her foe’s face. By the time that she had completed it her 
eyes were turned upon the ground, but there was an inef- 
fable amount of scorn expressed in the lines of her mouth. 
She spoke no word, and retreated, as modest virtue and 
feminine weakness must ever retreat, before barefaced vice 
and virile power; but nevertheless she was held by all the 
world to have had the best of the encounter. The duke, as 
he begged her pardon, wore in his countenance that expres- 
sion of modified sorrow which is common to any gentle- 
man who is supposed by himself to have incommoded a 
lady. But over and above this, — or rather under it, — ^there 
was a slight snule of derision, as though it were impossible 
for him to look upon the bearing of Lady Lufton without 
some amount of ridicule. All this was legible to eyes so keen 
as those of Mdss Dunstable and Mrs. Harold Smith, and the 
duke was known to be a master of this silent inward sar- 
casm; but even by them, — ^by Miss Dunstable and Mrs. 
Harold S mith, — ^it was adinitted that Lady Lufton had con- 
quered. When her ladyship agaiu looked up, the duke had 
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passed on; she then resumed the care of Miss Grantly’s 

hand, and followed in amcfng the company . 

“That is what I call unfortunate,” said Miss Dxmstable, 
as soon as both belligerents had departed from the field of 
battle. “The Fates sometimes will be against one.” 

“But they have not been at all against you here,” said 
Mrs. Harold Smith. “If you could arrive at her ladyship’s 
private thoughts to-morrow morning, you would find her 
to be quite happy in having met the duke. It will be years 
before she has done boasting of her triumph, and it will be 
talked of by the young ladies of Framley for the next three 
generations.” 

The Gresham party, including Dr. Thorne, had remam- 
ed in the ante-chamber during the battle. The whole com- 
bat did not occupy above two minutes, and the three of 
them were hemmed off from escape by Lady Lufton’s re- 
treat into Dr. Easyman’s lap; but now they, too, essayed to 
pass on. 

“What, you will desert me,” said Miss Dunstable. “Very 
weU; but I shall find you out by-and-by. Frank, &ere is to 
be some dancing in one of the rooms, — just to distinguish 
the from Mrs. Proudie’s conversazione. It would be 
stupid, you know, if all conversaziones were alike; wouldn’t 
it? So I hope you will go and dance.” 

“There will, I presume, be another variation at feeding 
time,” said Mrs. Harold Smith. 

“Oh; yes, certainly; I am the most vulgar of all wret^es 
in that respect. I do love to set people eating and drinking. 
— ^Mr. Supplehouse, I am delighted to see you; but do teU 

me ” and then she whispered with great energy into the 

ear of Mr. Supplehouse, and Mr. Supplehouse again whis- 
pered into her ear. “You think he will, then?” said Miss 
Dunstable. 

Mr. Supplehouse assented; he did think so; but he had no 
wa r rant for stating the circumstance as a fact. And then he 
passedon, hardly lookingatMts. Harold Smithashepassed. 

“What a hang-dog countenance he has,” said that lady . 
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“Ah! you’re prejudiced, my dear, and no ^v-onder; as for 
myself I always liked Supplehouse. He means mischief; but 
then mischief is his trade, and he does not conceal it. If I 
were a politician I should as soon think of being angry with 
Mr. Supplehouse for turning against me as I am now with a 
pin for pricking me. It’s my own awkwardness, and I ought 
to have known how to use the pin more craftily.” 

“But you must detest a man who professes to stand by 
his party, and then does his best to ruin it.” 

“So many have done that, my dear; and with much more 
success than Mr. Supplehouse! All is fair in love and war, — 
why not add politics to the Hst? If we could only agree to do 
that, it would save us from such a deal of heartburning, and 
would make none of us a bit the worse.” 

Miss Dunstable’s rooms, large as they were — “a noble 
suite of rooms certainly, though perhaps a little too — ^too 
— ^too scattered, we will say, eh, bishop?” — ^were now near- 
ly fuU, and would have been inconveniently crowded, were 
it not that many who came only remained for half-an-hour 
or so . Space, however, had been kept for the dancers — ^much 
to Mrs. Proudie’s consternation. Not that she disapproved 
of dancing in London, as a rule; but she was indignant that 
the laws of a conversazione, as re-established by herself in 
the fashionable world, should be so violently infringed. 

“Conversaziones will come to mean nothing,” she said 
to the bishop, putting great stress on the latter word, “no- 
thing at all, if they are to be treated in this way.” 

“No, they won’t; nothing in the least,” said the bishop. 

“Dancing may be very well in its place,” said Mrs. Prou- 
die. 

“I have never objected to it myself; that is, for the laity,” 
said the bishop. 

“But when people profess to assemble for higher ob- 
jects,” said Mrs. Proudie, “they ought to act up to their 
professions.” 

“Otherwise they are no better than hypocrites,” said the 
bishop. 
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“A spade should be called a spade,” said Mrs. Proudie. 

“Decidedly,” said the bishop, assenting. 

“And when I undertook the trouble and expense of in- 
troducing conversaziones,” continued Mrs. Proudie, with 
an evident feeling that she had been ill-used, “I had no idea 
of seeing the word so — so — so misinterpreted;” and then 
observing certain desirable acquaintances at the other side 
of the room, she went across, leaving the bishop to fend 
for himself. 

Lady Lufton, having achieved her success, passed on to 
the dancing, whither it was not probable that her enemy 
would follow her, and she had not been there very long be- 
fore she was joined by her son. Her heart at the present mo- 
ment was not quite satisfied at the state of affairs with refer- 
ence to Griselda. She had gone so far as to tell her young 
friend what were her own wishes; she had declared her de- 
sire that Griselda should become her daughter-in-law; but 
in answer to this Griselda herself had declared nothing. It 
was, to be sure, no more than natural that a young lady so 
well brought up as Miss Grantly should show no signs of a 
passion tiU she was warranted in showing them by the pro- 
ceedings of the gentleman; but notwithstanding this, fully 
aware as she was of the propriety of such reticence — ^Lady 
Lufton did think that to her Griselda might have spoken 
some word evincing that the alliance would be satisfactory 
to her. Griselda, however, had spoken no such word, nor 
had she uttered a syllable to show that she would accept 
Lord Lufton if he did offer. Then again she had uttered no 
syllable to show that she wouldnotaccept him; but, never- 
theless, although she knew that the world had been talking 
about her and Lord Dumbello, she stood up to dance with 
the future marquis on every possible occasion. All this did 
give annoyance to Lady Lufton, who began to bethink her- 
self that if she could not quicldy bring her little plan to a 
favourable issue, it might be well for her to wash her hands 
of it. She was still anxious for the match on her son’s ac- 
count. Griselda would, she did not doubt, make a good 
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wife; but Lady Lufton was not so sure as she once had been 
that she herself would be able to keep up so strong a feeling 
for her daughter-in-law as she had hitherto hoped to do. 

“Ludovic, have you been here long?” she said, smiling 
as she always did smile when her eyes fell upon her son’s 
face. 

“This instant arrived; and I hurried on after you, as Miss 
Dunstable told me that you were here. What a crowd she 
has! Did you see Lord Brock?” 

“I did not observe him.” 

“Or Lord De Terrier? I saw them both in the centre 
room.” 

“Lord De Terrier did me the honour of shaking hands 
with me as I passed through.” 

“I never saw such a mixture of people. There is Mrs. 
Proudie going out of her mind because you are all going to 
dance.” 

“The Miss Proudies dance,” said Griselda Grantly. 

“But not at conversaziones. You don’t see the diflFerence. 
And I saw Spermoil there, looking as pleased as Punch. He 
had quite a circle of his own round him, and was chattering 
away as though he were quite accustomed to the wicked- 
ness of the world.” 

“There certainly are people here whom one would not 
have wished to meet, had one thought of it,” said Lady 
Lufton, mindful of her late engagement. 

“But it must be all right, for I walked up the stairs with 
the archdeacon. That is an absolute proof; is it not. Miss 
Grantly?” 

“I have no fears. When I am with your mother I know I 
must be safe.” 

“I am not so sure of that,” said Lord Lufton, laughing. 
“Mother, you hardly know the worst of it yet. is here, 

do you think?” 

“I know whom you mean; I have seen him,” said Lady 
Lufton, very quietly. 

“We came across him just at the top of the stairs,” said 
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Giiselda, with mote animation in her face than ever Lord 
Lufton had seen there before. 

“What; the duke?” 

“Yes, the duke,” said Lady Lufton. “I certainly should 
not have come had I expected to be brought in contact with 
that man. But it was an accident, and on such an occasion as 
this it could not be helped.” 

Lord Lufton at once perceived, by the tone of his mo- 
ther’s voice and by the shades of her cormtenance that she 
had absolutely endured some personal encounter with the 
duke, and also that she was by no means so indignant at the 
occurrence as might have been expected. There she was, 
still in Miss Dunstable’s house, and expressing no anger as 
to Miss Dunstable’s conduct. Lord Lufton could hardly 
have been more surprised had he seen the duke his 

mother down to supper; he said, however, nothing furfber 
on the subject. 

“Are you going to dance, Ludovic?” said Lady Lufton. 

“Well, I am not sure that I do not agree with Mrs. Prou- 
die in thinking that dancing would contaminate a conver- 
sazione. What are your ideas. Miss Grantly?” 

Griselda was never very good at a joke, and imagined 
that Lord Lufton wanted to escape the trouble of 
with her. This angered her. For the only species of love- 
making, or flirtation, or sociability between herself as' a 
young lady, and any other self as ayoung gentleman, which 
recommended itself to her taste, was to be found ia the 
amusement of dancing. She was altogether at variance with 
Mrs. Proudieon this matter, and gave Miss Dunstable great 
credit for her innovation. In society Griselda’s toes were 
more serviceable to her than her tongue, and she was to be 
won by a rapid twirl much more probably than by a soft 
word. The offer of which she would approve would be con- 
veyed by two all but breathless words during a spasmodic 
^use in a waltz; and then as she lifted up her arm to receive 
the accustomed support at her back, she might just find 
power enough to say, “You— must ask— papa.” After that 
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she would not cate to have the affair mentioned till every- 
thing was properly settled. 

“I have not thought about it,” said Griselda, turning her 
face away from Lord Lufton. 

It must not, however, be supposed that Miss Grantly 
had not thought about Lord Lufton, or that she had not 
considered how great might be the advantage of having 
Lady Lufton on her side if she made up her mind that she 
did wish to become Lord Lufton’s wife. She knew well that 
now was her time for a triumph, now in this very first sea- 
son of her acknowledged beauty; and she knew also that 
young, good-looking bachelor lords do not growonhedges 
like blackberries. HadLordLuftonofferedtoher, shewould 
have accepted him at once without any remorse as to the 
greater glories which might appertain to a future Marchion- 
ess of Hartletop. In that direction she was not without suf- 
ficient wisdom. But then Lord Lufton had not offered to 
her, nor given any signs that he intended to do so; and to 
give Griselda Grantly her due, she was not a girl to make a 
first overture. Neither had Lord DumbeUo offered; but he 
had given signs, — dumb signs, such as birds give to each 
other, quite as intelligible as verbal signs to a girl who pre- 
ferred the use of her toes to that of her tongue. 

“I have not thought about it,” said Griselda, very coldly, 
and at that moment a gentleman stood before her and asked 
her hand for the next dance. It was Lord DumbeUo; and 
Griselda, making no reply except by a sUght bow, got up 
and put her hand within her partner’s arm. 

“ShaUIfindyouhere, Lady Lufton, when wehavedone?” 
she said; and then started off among the dancers. 

When the work before one is dancing the proper thing 
for a gentleman to do is, at any rate, to ask a lady; this pro- 
per tmng Lord Lufton had omitted, and now the prize was 
taken away from under his very nose. 

There was clearly an air of triumph about Lord Dum- 
beUo as he walked away with the beauty. The world had 
been saying that Lord Lufton was to marry her, and the 
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wodd had also been saying that Lotd Dumbello admited 
her. Now this had angered Lord Dnmbello, and made him 
feel as though he walked about, a mark of scorn, as a dis- 
appointed suitor. Had it not been for Lord Lufton, perhaps 
he would not have cared so much for Griselda Grandy; but 
circumstances had so turned out that he did care for her, 
and felt it to be incumbent upon him, as the heir to a mar- 
quisate, to obtain what he wanted, let who would have a 
VicinWpHfiv after the same article. It is in this way that pic- 
tures are so well sold at auctions; and Lord Dumbello re- 
garded Miss Grandy as being now subject to the auction- 
eer’s hammer, and conceived tiiat Lord Lufton was bidding 
against him. There was, therefore, an air of triumph about 
hitn as he put his arm round Griselda’s waist and whirled 
her up and down the room in obedience to the music. 

Lady Lufton and her son were left together looking at 
each other. Of course, he had intended to ask Griselda to 
dance, but it cannot be said that he very much regretted his 
disappointment. Of course also Lady Lufton had expected 
that her son and Griselda would stand up together, and she 
was a little inclined to be angry with her proUgk . 

‘T think she might have waited a minute,” said Lady 
Lufton. 

“But why, mother? There are certain things for which no 
one ever waits: to give a friend, for instance, the first pas- 
sage through a gate out hunting, and such like. Miss Grant- 
ly was quite right to take the first that offered.” 

Lady Lufton had determined to learn what was to be the 
end of this scheme of hers. She could not have Griselda al- 
ways with her, and if anything were to be arranged it must 
be arranged now, while both of them were in London. At 
the closeof the season Griselda would return to Plumstead, 
and Lord Lufton would go — ^nobody as yet knew where. It 
would be useless to look forward to further opportunities. 
If they did not contrive to love each other now, they would 
never do so. Lady Lufton was beginning to fear that her 
plan would not work, but she made up her mind that she 
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would learn the truth then and there — at least as far as her 
son was concerned. 

“Oh, yes; quite so; — it is equal to her with which she 
dances,” said Lady Lufton. 

“Quite equal, I should think — ^unless it be that Dumbello 
is longer-winded than I am.” 

“I am sorry to hear you speak of her in that way, Ludo- 
vic.” 

“Why sorry, mother?” 

“Because I had hoped — ^that you and she would have 
hked each other. ” 

This she said in a serious tone of voice, tender and sad, 
looking up into his face with a plaintive gaze, as though she 
knew that she were asking of him some great favour. 

“Yes, mother, I have Imown that you have wished that. ’ ’ 

“You have known it, Ludovic!” 

“Oh, dear, yes; you are not at all sharp at keeping your 
secrets from me. And, mother, at one time, for a day or so, I 
thought that I could oblige you. You have been so good to 
me, that I would almost do anything for you.” 

“Oh, no, no, no,” she said, deprecating his praise, and 
the sacrifice which he seemed to oflFer of his own hopes and 
aspirations. ‘T would not for worlds have you do so for my 
sake. No mother ever had a better son, and my only ambi- 
tion is foryour happiness.” 

“But, mother, she would not make me happy. I was mad 
enough for a moment to think that she could do so — ^for a 
moment I did think so. There was one occasion on which I 
would have asked her to take me, but ” 

“But what, Ludovic?” 

“Never mind; it passed away; and now I shall never ask 
her. Indeed I do not think she would have me. She is am- 
bitious, and flying at higher game than I am. And I must 
say this for her, that she knows well what she is doing, and 
plays her cards as though she had been bom with them in 
her hand.” 

“ Y ou will never ask her?” 
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“No mothei; had I done so, it would have been fot love 
of you — onlyforloveofyou.” 

“I would not for worlds that you should do that. ” 

“Let her have Dumbello; she wiU make an excellent wife 
for him, just the wife that he will want. And you, you will 
have been so good to her in assisting her to such a matter.” 

“But, Ludovic, I am so anxious to see you settled.” 

“All in good time, mother!” 

“Ah, but the good time is passing away. Years run so 
very quickly. I hope you think about marrying, Ludovic.” 

“But, mother, what if I brought you a wife that you did 
not approve?” 

“I approve of any one that you love; that is ” 

“That is, if you love her also; eh, mother?” 

“But I rely with such confidence on your taste. I know 
that you can like no one that is not ladylike and good.” 

“Ladylike and good. Will that suffice?” said he, think- 
ing of Lucy Robarts. 

“Yes; it will suffice, if you love her. I don’t want you to 
care for money. Griselda will have a fortune that would 
have been convenient; but I do not wish you to care for 
that.” And thus, as they stood together in Miss Dunstable’s 
crowded room, the mother and son settled between them- 
selves that the Lufton-Grantly alliance treaty was not to be 
ratified. “I suppose I must let Mrs. Grantly know,” said 
Lady Lufton to herself, as Griselda returned to her side. 
There had not been above a dozen words spoken between 
Lord DumbeUo and his partner, but that young lady also 
had now fully made up her mind that the treaty above men- 
tioned should never be brought into operation. 

We must go back to our hostess, whom we should not 
have left for so long a time, seeing that this chapter is writ- 
ten to show how well she could conduct herself in great 
emergencies. She had declared that after awhile she would 
be able to leave her position near the entrance door, and 
find out her own peculiar friends among the crowd; but the 
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opportunity for doing so did not come till very late in the 
evening. There was a continuation of arrivals; she was 
wearied to death with making little speeches, and had more 
t h^-n once declared that she must depute Mrs. Harold Smith 
to take her place. 

That lady stuck to her through all her labours with ad- 
mirable constancy, and made the work bearable. Without 
some such constancy on a friend’s part, it would have been 
unbearable. And it must be acknowledged that this was 
much to the credit of Mrs. Harold Smith. Her own hopes 
with reference to the great heiress had all been shattered, 
and her answer had been given to her in very plain lan- 
guage. But, nevertheless, she was true to her friendship, 
and was almost as willing to endure fatigue on the occasion 
as though she had a sister-in-law’s right in the house. 

At about one o’clock her brother came. He had not yet 
seen Miss Dunstable since the offer had been made, and had 
now with difficulty been persuaded by his sister to show 
himself. 

“What can be the use?” said he. “The game is up with 
me now:” — ^meaning, poor ruined ne’er-do-well, not only 
that that game with Miss Dunstable was up, but that the 
great game of his whole life was being brought to an un- 
comfortable termination. 

“Nonsense,” said his sister; “do you mean to despait be- 
cause a man like the Duke of Omnium wants his money? 
What has been good security for him will be good security 
for ano^er;” and then Mrs. Harold Smith made herself 
more agreeable than ever to Miss Dunstable. 

When Miss Dunstable was nearly worn out, but was still 
endeavouring to buoy herself up by a hope of the stiU- 
expected great arrival — ^for she Imew that me hero would 
show himself only at a very late hour if it were to be her 
good fortune that he showed himself at all — ^Mf. Sowerby 
walked up the stairs. He had schooled himself to go through 
thisordeal with all the cool effrontery which was at his com- 
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maud; but it was clearly to be seen that all his eflFrontery did 
not stand him in sufficient stead, and that the interview 
would have been embarrassing had it not been for the 
genuine good-humour of the lady • 

“Here is my brother,” said Mrs. Harold Smith, showing 
by the tremulousness of the whisper that she looked for- 
ward to the meeting with some amount of apprehension. 

“How do you do, Mr. Sowerby?” said Miss Dxinstable, 
walking almost into the doorway to welcome him. “Better 
latethannever.” 

“I have only just got away from the House,” said he, as 
he gave her his hand. 

“Oh, I know weU that you are sans reproche among sena- 
tors — as Mr. Harold Smith is sans peur; — eh, my dear?” 

‘1 must confess that you have contrived to be uncom- 
monly severe upon them both,” said Mis. Harold, laugh- 
ing; “and as regards poor Harold, most undeservedly so: 
Nathaniel is here, and may defend himself. ” 

“And no one is better able to do so on aU occasions. But, 
my dear Mr. Sowerby, I am d 3 ring of despair. Do you t hink 
he’ll come?” 

“He? who?” 

“You stupid man — ^as if there were more than one hel 
There were two, but the other has been.” 

“Upon my word, I don’t understand,” said Mr. Sower- 
by, now again at his ease. “But can I do anything? shall I 
go and fetch any one? Oh, Tom Towers; I fear I can’t help 
you. But here he is at the foot of the stairs!” And then Mr. 
Sowerby stood back with his sister to make way for the 
great representative man of the age. 

“Angels and ministers of grace assist me!” said Miss 
Dunstable. “How on earth am I to behave myself? Mr. 
Sowerby, do you think that I ought to kneel down? My 
dear, will he have a reporter at his back in the royal livery?” 
And then Miss Dunstable advanced two or three steps, — 
not into the doorway, as she had done for Mk. Sowerby — 
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put out her hand, and smiled her sweetest on Mr. Towers, 

ofthe/;^//i?r. 

“Mr. Towers,” she said, “I am delighted to have this op- 
portunity of seeing you in my own house.” 

“Miss Dunstable, I am immensely honoured by the privi- 
lege of being here,” said he. 

“The honour is all conferred on me,” and she bowed and 
curtseyed with very stately grace. Each thoroughly rmder- 
stood the badinage of the other; and then, in a few mo- 
ments, they were engaged in very easy conversation. 

“By the by, Sowerby, what do you think of dais threat- 
ened ^ssolution?” said Tom Towers. 

“We are all in the hands of Providence,” said Mr. Sower- 
by, striving to take the matter without any outward show 
of emotion. But the question was one of terrible import to 
him, and up to this time he had heard of no such threat. Nor 
had Mrs. Harold Smith, nor Miss Dunstable, nor had a 
hundred others, who now either listened to the vaticina- 
tions of Mr. Towers, or to the immediate report made of 
them. But it is given to some men to originate such tidings, 
and the performance of the prophecy is often brought about 
by the authority of the prophet. On the following morning 
the rumour that there would be a dissolution was current in 
all high circles. “They have no conscience in such matters; 
no conscience whatever,” said a small god, speaking of the 
giants — a small god, whose constituency was expensive. 

Mr. Towers stood there chatting for about twenty min- 
utes, and then took his departure without making has way 
into the room. He had answered the purpose for which he 
had been invited, and left Miss Dunstable in a happy frame 
of mind. 

“I am very glad that he came,” said Mrs. Harold Smith, 
with an air of triumph. 

“Yes, I am glad,” said Miss Dunstable, “though I am 
thoroughly ashamed that I should be so. After all, what 
good has he done to me or to anyone?” And having uttered 
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this moral reflection, she made her ■way into the rooms, and 
soon discovered Dr. Thorne standing by himself against 
the wall. 

“Well, doctor,” she said, “where are Mary and Frank? 
You do not look at all comfortable, standing here by your- 
seE” 

“I am quite as comfortable as I expected, thanlr you,” 
said he. “They are in the room somewhere, and, as I believe, 
equally happy.” 

“That’s spiteful in you, doctor, to speak in that way. 
What would you say E you were called on to endure all that 
I have gone through this evening?” 

“There is no accounting for tastes, but I presume you 
Hkeit.” 

“I am not so sure of that. Give me your arm and let me 
get some supper. One always Hkes the idea of having done 
hard work, and one always hkes to have been successful.” 

“We all know that •virtue is its own reward,” said the 
doctor. 

“Well,thatis something hard upon me,” saidMiss Dun- 
stable, as she sat do'wn to table. “And you really think that 

^good of any sort can come from my giving such a party 

‘ph yes; some people, no doubt, have been amused.” 

“Itis all vanity in your estimation,” said Miss Dunstable; 
“vamty and ve^tion of spirit. Well; there is a good deal of 
the latter, certainly. Sherry, Eyou please. I would give any- 
thing for a glass of beer, but that is out of the question. 
Vamty and vexation of spirit! And yet I meant to do good.” 

Pray, do not suppose that I am condemning 'vou. Miss 
Dunstable.” ® ^ 

Ah, but I do suppose it. Not only you, but another also, 
■whose judgment I c^e for, perhaps more than yours; and 
that, ht^teU you, is saying a great deal. You do condemn 
me. Dr. Thome, and I also condemn myseE. It is not that I 
have done wrong, but the game is not worth the candle.” 

Ah; that’s the question.” 
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“The game is not worth the candle. And yet it was a tri- 
umph to have both the duke and Tom Towers. You must 
coiSess that I have not managed badly.” 

Soon after that the Greshams went away, and in an hour’s 
time or so. Miss Dunstable was allowed to drag herself to 
her own bed. 

That is the great question to be asked on all such occa- 
sions, “Is the game worth the candle?” 


CHAPTER XXX 
The Grantlj Triumph 

I T HA S been mentioned cursorily — ^the reader no doubt 
wiU. have forgotten it — ^that Mrs. Grantly was not speci- 
ally invited by her husband to go up to town with a view 
of being present at Miss Dunstable’s party. Mrs. Grantly 
said no thin g on the subject, but she was somewhat cha- 
grined; not on account of the loss she sustained with refer- 
ence to that celebrated assembly, but because she felt that 
her daughter’s affairs required the supervision of a mother’s 
eye. She also doubted the final ratification of that Lufton- 
Grantly treaty, and, doubting it, she did not feel qrdte satis- 
fied that her daughter should be left in Lady Lufton’s hands. 
She had said a word or two to the archdeacon before he 
went up, but only a word or two, for she hesitated to trust 
him in so delicate a matter. She was, therefore, not a Httle 
surprised at receiving, on the second morning after her hus- 
band’s departure, a letter from him desiring her immediate 
presence in London. She was surprised; but her heart was 
fiUed rather with hope than dismay, for she had fall confid- 
ence in her daughter’s discretion. 

On the morning after the party. Lady Lufton and Gris- 
elda had breakfasted together as usual, but each felt that the 
manner of tibe other was altered. Lady Lufton thought that 
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her young fdend was somewhat less attentive, and perhaps 
less meek in her demeanour, than usual; and Griselda felt 
that Lady Lufton was less ^ectionate. Very little, how- 
ever, was said between them, and Lady Lufton expressed 
no surprise when Griselda begged to be left alone at home, 
instead of accompanying her ladyship when the carriage 
came to the door. 

Nobody called in Bruton Street that afternoon — ^no one, 
at least, was let in — except the archdeacon. He came there 
late in the day, and remained with his daughter till Lady 
Lufton returned. Then he took his leave, with more abrupt- 
ness than was usual with him, and without saying anything 
special to account for the duration of his visit. Neither did 
Griselda say anything special; and so the evening wore 
away, each feeling in some unconscious manner that she 
was on less intimate terms with the other than had pre- 
viously been the case. 

On the next day also Griselda would not go out, but at 
four o’clock a servant brought a letter to her from Mount 
Street. Her mother had arrived in London and wished to 
see her at once. Mrs. Grantly sent her love to Lady Lufton, 
and would call at half-past five, or at any later hour at which 
it might be convenient for Lady Lufton to see her. Griselda 
was to stay and dine in Mount Street; so said the letter. Lady 
Lufton declared that she would be very happy to see Mrs. 
Grantly at the hour named; and then, armed with this mes- 
sage, Griselda startedfor her mother’s lodgings. 

‘TU send the carriage for you,” said Lady Lufton. “I sup- 
pose about ten wlU. do.” 

“Thank you,” said Griselda, “that will do very nicely;” 
and then she went. 

Exactly at half-past five Mrs. Grantly was shown into 
Lady Lufton’s drawing-room. Her daughter did not come 
with her, and Lady Lufton could see by the expression of 
her friend’s face that business was to be discussed. Indeed, 
it was necessary that she herself should discuss business, 
for Mrs. Grantly must now be told that the family treaty 



The Grantly Triumph 85 

could not be ratified. The gentleman declined the alliance, 
and poor Lady Lufton was uneasy in her mind at the nature 
of the task before her. 

“Your coming up has been rather unexpected,” said 
Lady Lufton, as soon as her friend was seated on the sofa. 

“Yes, indeed; I got a letter from the archdeacon only this 
morning, which made it absolutely necessary that I should 
come.” 

“No bad news, I hope?” said Lady Lufton. 

“No; I can’t call it bad news . But, dear Lady Lufton, things 
won’t always turn out exactly as one would have them.” 

“No, indeed,” said her ladyship, remembering that it 
was incumbent on her to explain to Mrs. Grantly now at 
this present interview the tidings with which her mind was 
fraught. She would, however, let Mrs. Grantly first tell her 
own story, feeling, perhaps, that the one might possibly 
bear upon the other. 

“Poor dear Griselda!” said Mrs. Grantly, almost with a 
sigh. “I need not tell you. Lady Lufton, what my hopes 
were regarding her.” 

“Has she told you anything — ^anything that ” 

“She would have spoken to you at once — and it was due 
to you that she should have done so — ^but she was timid; 
and not unnaturally so. And then it was right that she 
should see her father and me before she quite made up her 
own mind. But I may say that it is settled now.” 

“What is settled?” asked Lady Lufton. 

“Of course it is impossible for any one to tell before- 
hand how these things will turn out,” continued Mfts. 
Grantly, beating about the bush rather more than was nec- 
essary. “The dearest wish of my heart was to see her mar- 
ried to Lord Lufton. I should so much have wished to have 
her in the same county with me, and such a match as that 
would have fuUy satisfied my ambition.” 

“Well, I should rather think it might!” Lady Lufton did 
not say tins out loud, but she thought it. Mrs. Grantly was 
absolutely speaking of a match between her daughter and 



86 Framley Parsonage 

Lotd Lufiton as though she would have displayed some 
amount of Christian moderation in putting up with it! 
Griselda Grantly might be a very nice girl; but even she — 
so thought Lady Lufton at the moment — ^might possibly 
be priced too highly. 

“Dear Mrs. Grantly,” she said, “I have foreseen for the 
last few days that our mutual hopes in this respect would 
not be gratified. Lord Lufton I think; — but perhaps it is not 

necessary to explain Had you not come up to town I 

should have written to you, — ^probably to-day. Whatever 
may be dear Griselda’s fate in life, I sincerely hope that she 
may be happy.” 

“I think she wiU,” said Mrs. Grantly, in a tone that ex- 
pressed much satisfaction. 

“Has — ^has anything ” 

“Lord Dumbello proposed to Griselda the other night, 
at Miss Dunstable’s party,” said Mrs. Grantly, with her 
eyes fixed upon the floor, and assuming on the sudden 
much meekness in her manner; “and his lordship was with 
the archdeacon yesterday, and again this morning. I fancy 
he is in Mount Street at the present moment.” 

“Oh, indeed!” said Lady Lufton. She would have given 
worlds to have possessed at the moment sufficient self- 
command to have enabled her to express in her tone and 
manner unqualified satisfaction at the tidings. But she had 
not such self-command, and was painfully aware of her 
own deficiency. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Grantly. “And as it is all so far settled, 
and as I know you are so kindly anxious about dear Gris- 
elda, I thought it right to let you know at once. Nothing 
can be more upright, honourable, and generous, than Lord 
Dumbello’s conduct; and, on the whole, the match is one 
with which I and the archdeacon cannot but be contented.” 

‘It is certainly a great match,” said Lady Lufton. “Have 
you seen Lady Hartletop yet?” 

Now Lady Hartletop could not be regarded as an agree- 
able connection, but this was the only word which escaped 
fcom Lady Lufton that could be considered in any way dis- 
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paraging, and, on the whole, I think that she behaved well. 

“Lord Dumbello is so completely his own master that 
that has not been necessary,” said Mrs. Grantly. “The mar- 
quis has been told, and the archdeacon will see him either 
to-morrow or the day after.” 

There was nothing left for Lady Lufton but to congratu- 
late her friend, and this she did in words perhaps not very 
sincere, but which, on the whole, were not badly chosen. 

“I am sure I hope she wiU be very happy,” said Lady Luf- 
ton, “and I trust that the alliance” — ^the word was very 
agreeable to Mr s . Grantly ’s ear — ‘ ‘will give imalloy ed grati- 
fication to you and to her father. The position which she is 
called to fiU is a very splendid one, but I do not tbtnlr that it 
is above her merits.” 

This was very generous, and so Mrs. Grantly fdt it. She 
had ejected that her news would be received with the 
coldest shade of civility, and she was quite prepared to do 
battle if there were occasion. But she had no wish for war, 
and was almost grateful to Lady Lufton for her cordiality. 

“Dear Lady Lufton,” she sai^ “it is so kind of you to say 
so. I have told no one else, and of course would teD. no one 
until you knew it. No one has known her and understood 
her so well as you have done. And I can assure you of this: 
that there is no one to whose friendship she looks forward 
in her new sphere of life with half so much pleasure as she 
does to yours.” 

Lady Lufton did not say much further. She could not de- 
clare that she esjjected much gratification from an intimacy 
with the future Marchioness of Hartletop. The Hartletops 
and Luftons must, at any rate for her generation, live in a 
world apart, and she had now said all that her old friend- 
ship with Mrs. Grantly required. Mrs. Grantly understood 
all this quite as well as cud Lady Lufton; but then Mrs. 
Grantly was much the better woman of the world. 

It was arranged that Griselda should come back to Bru- 
ton Street for the night, and that her visit should then be 
brought to a close. 

“The archdeacon thinks that for the present I had better 
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remain up in town,” said Mts. Grantly, ‘‘and undetthe very 
peculiar circumstances Griselda ■will be — perhaps more 
comfortable with me.” 

To this Lady Lufton entirely agreed; and so they parted, 
excellent friends, embracing each other in a most aflfection- 
ate manner. 

That everdng Griselda did return to Bruton Street, and 
Lady Lufton had to go through the further task of con- 
gratulating her. This was the more disagreeable of the two, 
especially so as it had to be thought over beforehand. But 
the young lady’s excellent good sense and sterling qualities 
made the task comparatively an easy one. She neither cried, 
nor was impassioned, nor went into hysterics, nor showed 
any emotion. She did not even talk of her noble Dumbello, 
— her generous Dumbello. She took Lady Lufiton’s kisses 
almost in silence, thanked her gently for her kindness, and 
made no allusion to her own future grandeur. 

“I think I should like to go to bed early,” she said, “as I 
must see to my packiag up.” 

“Richards •will do all that for you, my dear.” 

“Oh, yes, thank you, nothing can be kinder than Rich- 
ards. But I’ll just see to my o'wn dresses.” 

And so she went to bed early. 

Lady Lufton didnot seeher sonfor thenexttwo days, but 
whenshedid,ofcourseshesaidawordortwoaboutGriselda. 

“You have heard the news, Ludo-vic?” she asked. 

/'Oh, yes; it’s at all the clubs. I have been overwhelmed 
■with presents of willow branches.” 

‘Tfou, at any rate, have got nothing to regret,” she said. 

“Nor you either, mother. I am sure that you do not thinV 
you have. Say that you do not regret it. Dearest mother, say 
sake. Do you not know in your heart of hearts 
that she was not suited to be happy as my wife, — or to make 
me happy?” 

Perhaps not,” said Lady Lufton, sighing. And then she 
kissed her son, and declared to herself that no girl in Eng- 
land could be good enough for him. 



CHAPTER XXXI 
Salmon FishinginNorway 

1 0RD DUMBELLO’S engagement with Gtiselda 
Grantly was the talk of the town for the next ten days. 
^It formed, at least, one of two subjects which monopo- 
lized attention, the other being that dreadful rumour, first 
put in motion by Tom Towers at Miss Dunstable’s party, 
as to a threatened dissolution of Parliament. 

“Perhaps, after aU, it will be the best thing for us,” said 
Mr. Green Walker, who felt himself to be tolerably safe at 
Crewe Junction. 

“I regard it as a most wicked attempt,” said Harold 
Smith, who was not equally secure in ms own borough, 
and to whom the expense of an election was disagreeable. 
“It is done in order that they may get time to tide over the 
autumn. They won’t gain ten votes by a dissolution, and 
less than forty would hardly give them a majority. But they 
have no sense of public duty — ^none whatever. Indeed, I 
don’t know who has.” 

“No, by Jove; that’s just it. That’s what my aunt Lady 
Hartletop says; Nereis no senseof duty left in the world. By 
the by, what an uncommon fool Dumbello is making him- 
self I ” And then the conversation went off to that other topic. 

Lord Lufton’s joke against himself about the willow 
branches was all very well, and nobody dreamed that his 
heart was sore in that matter. The world was laughing at 
Lord Dumbello for what it chose to call a foolish match, 
^fid Lord Lufton’s friends talked to him about it as though 
they had never suspected that he could have made an ass of 
himself in the same direction; but, nevertheless, he was not 
altogether contented. He by no means wished to marry 
Griselda; he had declared to himself a dozen times since he 
had first suspected his mother’s manceuvres,that no con- 
sideration on earth should induce him to do so; he had pro- 
nounced her to be cold, insipid, and unattractive in spite of 
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her beautf; and yet he felt almost angry that Lord Dumbel- 
lo should have been successful. And this, too, was the more 
inexcusable, seeing that he had never forgotten Lucy Rob- 
arts, had never ceased to love her, and that, in holding those 
various conversations within his own bosom, he was as 
loud in Lucy’s favour as he was in dispraise of Griselda. 

“Your hero, then,” I hear some well-balanced critic say, 
“is not worth very much.” 

In the first place Lord Lufton is not my hero; and in the 
next place, a man may be very imperfect and yet worth a 
great deal. A man may be as imperfect as Lord Lufton, and 
yet worthy of a good mother and a good wife. If not, how 
many of us are unworthy of the mothers and wives we have. 
It is my belief that few yoxing men settle themselves down 
to the work of the world, to the begetting of children, and 
carving and paying and struggling and fretting for the 
same, without having first been in love with four or five 
possible mothers for them, and probably with two or three 
atthesametime. Andyetthesemenare, as arule, worthy of 
the excellent wives that xiltimately faU to their lot. In this 
way Lord Lufton had, to a certain extent, been in love with 
Griselda. There had been one moment in his life in which 
he would have offered her his hand, had not her discretion 
been so excellent; and though that moment never returned, 
still he suffered from some feeling akin to disappointment, 
when he learned that Griselda had been won and was to be 
worn. He was, then, a dog in the manger, you will say. 
Well; and are we not all dogs in the manger, more or less 
actively? Is not that manger-doggishness one of the most 
common phases of the human heart? 

But not the less was Lord Lufton truly in love with Lucy 
Robarts. Had he fancied that any Dumbello was carrying 
on a siege befiDre that fortress, his vexation would have 
tnanifested itself in a very different manner. He could joke 
about Griselda Grandy with a frank face and a happy tone 
of ■wice; but had he heard of any tidings of a similar import 
■With reference to Lucy, he would have been past all joking. 
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and I much doubt ‘whethet it would not even have affected 
his appetite. 

“Mother,” he said to Lady Lufton, a day or two after the 
declaration of Griselda’s engagement, “I am going to Nor- 
way to fish.” 

“To Norway, — ^to fishl” 

“Yes. We’ve got rather a nice party. Qontarf is going, 
and Culpepper ” 

“What, that horrid mani” 

“He’s an excellent hand at fishing; and Haddington 
Peebles, and — and — ^there’U be six of us altogether; and 
we start this day week.” 

“That’s rather sudden, Ludovic.” 

“Yes, it is sudden, but we’re sick of London. I should 
not care to go so soon myself, but Qontarf and Cxilpepper 
say that the season is early this year. I must go down to 
Framley before I start — about my horses; and therdfore I 
came to tell you that I shall be there to-morrow.” 

“At Framley to-morrow! If you could put it off for three 
days I should be going myself.” 

But Lord Lufton could not put it off for three days. It 
may be that on this occasion he <hd not wish for his motiber’s 
presence at Framley while he was there; that he conceived 
that he should be more at his ease in giving orders about his 
stable if he were alone while so employed. At any rate he 
declined her company, and on the following morning did 
go down to Framley by himself. 

“Mark,” said Mrs. Robarts, hurrying into her husband’s 
book-room about the middle of the day, “Lord Lufton is at 
home. Have you heard it?” 

“What; here at Framley?” 

“Heis over atFramley Court; so the servants say. Carson 
saw bim in the paddock with some of the horses. Won’t 
you go and see him?” 

“Of course I will,” said Mark, shutting up his papers. 
“Lady Lufton can’t be here, and if he is alone he win prob- 
ably come and dine.” 
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“I don’t know about that,” said Mrs. Robarts, thinking 
ofpoorLuqr. 

“He is not in the least particular. What does for us will 
do for him. I shall ask him, at any rate.” And without fur- 
ther parley the clergyman took up his hat and went off in 
search of his friend. 

Lucy Robarts had been present when the gardener 
brought in tidings of Lord Lufton’s arrival at Framley, and 
was aware that Fanny had gone to tell her husband. 

“He won’t come here, will he?” she said, as soon as Mrs. 
Robarts retamed. 

“I can’t say,” said Fanny. “I hope not. He ought not to 
do so, and I don’t think he will. But Mark says that he will 
ask him to dinner.” 

“Then, Fanny, I must be taken ill. There is nothing else 
forit.” 

“I don’t tViifik he will come. I don’t think he can be so 
cruel. Indeed, I feel sure that he won’t; but I thought it 
right to tell you.” 

Lucy also conceived that it was improbable that Lord 
Lufton should come to the parsonage under the present 
circumstances; and she declared to herself that it would not 
be possible that she should appear at table if he did do so; 
but, nevertheless, the idea of his being at Framley was, per- 
haps, not altogether painful to her. She did not recognize 
any pleasure as coming to her from Ms arrival, but stiU 
there was something in Ms presence wMch was, uncon- 
sciously to herself, soothing to her feelings. But that ter- 
rible question remained; — ^How was she to act if it should 
turn out that he was coming to dinner? 

‘Tfhedoescome,Fanny,”shesaid, solemnly, afterapause, 
“I must keep to my own room, and leave Mark to think 
what he pleases. It wiU be better for me to make a fool of 
myself there, than in Ms presence in the drawing-room.” 

Mark Robarts took Ms hat and stick and went over at 
once to the home paddock, in wMch he knew that Lord 
Lufton was engaged with the horses and grooms. He also 
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was in no supremely happy frame of mind, for his corres- 
pondence with Mr. Tozer was on the increase. He had re- 
ceded notice from that indefatigable gentleman that cer- 
tain “overdue bills” were now lying at the bank in Bar- 
chester, and were very desirous of his, Mr. Robarts’, no- 
tice. A concatenation of certain peculiarly unfortunate cir- 
cumstances made it indispensably necessary that Mr. Tozer 
should be repaid, without further loss of time, the various 
sums of money which he had advanced on the credit of Mr. 
Robarts’ name, &c. &c. &c. No absolute threat was put 
forth, and, singular to say, no actual amount was named. 
Mr. Robarts, however, could not but observe, with a most 
painfully accurate attention, that mention was made, not of 
an overdue biU, but of overdue bills. What if Mr. Tozer 
were to demand from him the instant repayment of nine 
hundred pounds? Hitherto he had merely written to Mr. 
Sowerby, and he might have had an answer from that gen- 
tleman this morning, but no such answer had as yet reached 
bim. Consequently he was not, at the present moment, in a 
very happy frame of mind. 

He soon found himself with Lord Lufton and the horses . 
Four or five of them were being walked slowly about the 
paddock, in the care of as many men or boys, and the sheets 
were being taken off them — off one after another, so that 
their master might look at them with the more accuracy and 
satisfaction. But though Lord Lufton was thus doing his 
duty, and going through his work, he was not doing it with 
his whole heart, — as me head groom perceived very well. 
He was fretful about the nags, and seemed anxious to get 
them out of his sight, as soon as he had made a decent pre- 
text of looking at them. 

“How are you, Lufton?” said Robarts, coming forward. 
“They told me that you were down, and so I came across 
at once.” 

“Yes; I only got here this morning, and should have 
been over with you directly. I am going to Norway for sis 
weeks or so, and it seems that the fish are so early tins year. 
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that WQ must start at once. I have a matter on which I want 
to speak to you before I leave; and, indeed, it was that 
which brought me down more than anything else.” 

There was something hurried and not altogether easy 
about his manner as he spoke, which struck Robarts, and 
made >»im think that this promised matter to be spoken of 
would not be agreeable in discussion. He did not know 
wheier Lord LuAon might not again be mixed up with 
Tozer and the bills . 

“You will diue with us to-day,” he said, “if, as I suppose, 
you are aU alone.” 

“Yes, I am all alone.” 

“Then, you’ll come?” 

“Well; I don’t quite know. No, I don’t think I can go 
over to dinner. Don’t look so disgusted. I’ll explain it all to 
you just now.” 

■^at could there be in the wind; and how was it possible 
that Tozer’s bill should make it iuexpedient for Lord Luf- 
ton to dine at the parsonage? Robarts, however, said noth- 
ing further about it at the moment, but turned oflF to look at 
the horses. 

“They are an uncommonly nice set of animals,” said he. 

“Well, yes; I don’t know. When a man has four or five 
horses to look at, somehow or other he never has one fit to 
go. That chestnut mare is a picture, now that nobody wants 
her; but she wasn’t able to carry me well to hounds a single 
day last winter. Take them in, Pormce; that’ll do.” 

“Won’t your lordship run your eye over the old black 
’oss?” said Pounce, the head groom, in a melancholy tone; 
“he’s as fine, sir — as fine as a stag.” 

“To tell you the truth, I think they’re too fine; but that’ll 
do; take them ici. And now, Mark, if you’re at leisure, we’U 
take a turn round the place.” 

Mark, of course, was at leisure, and so they started on 
their walk. 

“You’re too difl&cult to please about your stable,” Rob- 
arts began. 
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“Never mind the stable now,” said Lord Lufton. “The 
truth is, I am not thin k i n g about it. Mark,” he then said, 
very abruptly, “I want you to be frank with me. Has your 
sister ever spoken to you about me?” 

“My sister; Lucy?” 

“Yes; your sister Lucy.” 

“No, never; at least nothing especial; nothing that I can 
remember atthis moment.” 

“Nor your wife?” 

“Spoken about you! — Fanny? Of course she has, in an 
ordinary way. It would be impossible that she should not. 
But what do you mean?” 

“Have either of them told you that I made an offer to 
your sister?” 

“That you made an offer to Lucy?” 

“Yes, that I made an offer to Lucy.” 

“No; nobody has told me so. I have never dreamed of 
such a thing; nor, as far as I believe, have they. If anybody 
has spread such a report, or said that either of them have 
hinted at such a thing, it is a baselie. Good heavens! Lufton, 
for what do you take fhem?” 

“But I did,” said his lordship. 

“Did what?” said the parson. 

“I did make your sister an offer.” 

“You made Lucy an offer of marriage! ” 

“Yes, I did; — in as plain language as a gendeman could 
use to a lady.” 

“And what answer did she make?” 

“She refused me. And now, Mark, I have <x)me down 
here with the express purpose of making that offer again. 
Nothing could be more decided than your sister’s answer. 
It struck me as being almost uncourteously decided. But 
still it is possible that circumstances may have weighed 
with her, which ought not to weigh with her. If her love 
be not given to any one else, I may still have a chance of it. 
It’s the old story of faint heart, you know; at any rate, I 
mean to try my luck again; and thinking over it with delib- 
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erate puipose, I have come to the conclusion that I ought 

to tell you before I see her.” 

Lord Lufton in love with Lucy! As these words repeated 
themselves over and over again within Mark Robarts’s 
mind, his mindadded to themnotes of surprise without end. 
How had it possibly come about, — ^and why? In his estima- 
tion his sister Lucy was a very simple girl — ^not plain indeed, 
but by no means beautiful; certainly not stupid, but by no 
means brilliant. And then, he would have said, that of all 
men whom he knew. Lord Lufton would have been the last 
to fall in love with such a girl as his sister. And now, what 
was he to say or do? What views was he bound to hold? In 
what direction should he act? There was Lady Lufton on 
the one side, to whom he owed everything. How would life 
be possible to him in that parsonage — within a few yards of 
her elbow — ^if he consented to receive Lord Lufton as the 
acknowledged suitor of his sister? It would be a great match 

for Lucy, doubtless; but Indeed, he could not bring 

himself to believe that Lucy could in truth become the abso- 
lute reigning queen of Framlcy Court. 

“Do you think that Fanny knows anything of all this?” 
he said, after a moment or two. 

“I cannot possibly teU. If she does it is not with my 
knowledge. I should have thought that you could best an- 
swer that.” 

“I cannot answer it at all,” said Mark. “I, at least, have 
had no remotest idea of such a thing.” 

“Your ideas of it now need not be at all remote,” said 
Lord Lufton, with a faint smile; “and you may know it as a 
fact. I did make her an offer of marriage; I was refused; I am 
going to repeat it; and I am now taking you into my con- 
fidence, in order that, as her brother, and as my friend, you 
may give me such assistz^ce as you can.” They then walked 
on in silence for some yaidg, after which Lord Lufton add- 
ed; “And now FU dine with you to-day if you wish it. ” 

Mr. Robarts did not know what to say; he could not be- 
think himself what answer dpty required of him. He had no 
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light to interfere be^een his sister and such a marriage, if 
she herself should wish it; but still there was something ter- 
rible in the thought of it! He had a vague conception that it 
must come to evil; that the project was a dangerous one; 
and that it could not finally result happily for any of them. 
What would Lady Lufton say? That undoubtedly was the 
chief source of his dismay. 

“Have you spoken to your mother about this?” he said. 

“My mother? no; why speak to her till I know my fate? 
A man does not like to speak much of such matters if there 
be a probability of his being rejected. I tell you because I do 
not Hke to make my way into your house under a false pre- 
tence.” 

“But what would Lady Lufton say?” 

“I think it probable that she would be displeased on the 
first heating it; that in four-and-twenty hours she would be 
reconciled; and that after a week or so Lucy would be her 
dearest favourite and the prime minister of zH her machina- 
tions. You don’t know my mother as well as I do. She 
would give her head off her shoulders to do me a pleasure.” 

“And for that reason,” said Mark Robarts, “you ought, 
if possible, to do her pleasure.” 

“I cannot absolutely marry a wife of her choosing, if you 
mean that,” said Lord Lufton. 

They went on walking about the garden for an hour, but 
they hardly got any further than the point to which we have 
now brought them. Mark Robarts could not make up his 
mind on the spur of the moment; nor, as he said more than 
once to Lord Lufton, could he be at all sure that Lucy would 
in any way be guided by him. It was, therefore, at last 
settled between them that Lord Lufton should come to the 
parsonage immediately after breakfast on the following 
morning. It was agreed also that the dinner had better not 
come off, and Robarts promised that he would, if possible, 
havedeterminedby themomingas to whatadvice he would 
give his sister. 

He went direct home to the parsonage from Framley 

h VOL. II 
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Court, feeling that he was altogether in the dark tiU he 
should have consulted his wife. How would he feel if Lucy 
were to become Lady Lufiton? and how would he look 
Lady Lufton in the face in telling her that such was to be 
his sister’s destiny? On returning home he immediately 
foimd his wife, and had not been closeted with her five 
minutes before he knew, at any rate, all that she knew. 

“And you mean to say that she does love him?” said 
Mark. 

“Indeed she does; and is it not natural that she should? 
When I saw them so much together I feared that she would. 
But I never thought that he would carefor her.” 

Even Fanny did not as yet give Lucy credit for ha lf her 
attractiveness. After an hour’s talking the interview be- 
tween the husband and wife ended in a message to Lucy, 
begging her to join them both in the book-room. 

“Aunt Lucy,” said a chubby little darling, who was tak- 
en up into his aunt’s arms as he spoke, “papa and mai-nnna 
’ant ’oo inte mddy, and I musn’t go wis ’oo.” 

Lucy, as she kissed the boy and pressed his face against 
her own, felt that her blood was running quick to her heart. 

“Musn’t ’oo go wis me, my own one?” she said as she 
put her playfellow down; but she played with the child only 
because she did not wish to betray, even to him, that she 
was hardly mistress of herself. She knew that i,ord Lufton 
was at Framley; she knew that her brother had been to him; 
she knew that a proposal had been made that he should 
come there that day to dinner. Must it not, therefore, be the 
case that this call to a meeting in the study had arisen out of 
Lord Lufton’s arrival at Framley? and yet, how could it 
have done so? Had Fanny betrayed her in order to prevent ■ 
the dinner invitation? It could not be possible that Lord 
Lufton h i ms elf should have spoken on the subjecti And 
then she again stooped to kiss the child, rubbed her hands 
across her forehead to smooth her hair, and erase, if that 
imght be possible, the look of care which she wore, and 
■then descended slowly to her brother’s sitting-room. 
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Her hand paused for a second on tie door ere she opened 
it, but she had resolved that, come what might, she would 
be brave. She pushed it open and walked in with a bold 
front, with eyes wide open, and a slow step. 

“Frank says thatyou want me,” she said. 

Mr. Robarts and Fanny were both standing up by the 
fireplace, and each waited a second for the other to speak, 
when Lucy entered the room, and then Fanny began, — 

“Lord Lufton is here, Lucy.” 

“Here! Where? At the parsonage?” 

“No, not at the parsonage; but over at Framley Court,” 
said Mark. 

“And he promises to call here after breakfast to-mor- 
row,” said Fanny. And then again there was a pause. JVErs. 
Robarts hardly dared to look Lucy in the face. She had not 
betrayed her trust, seeing that the secret had been told to 
Mark, not by her, but by Lord Lufton; but she could not 
but feel that Lucy would think that she had betrayed it. 

“Very well,” said Lucy, trying to smile; “I have no ob- 
jection in life.” 

“But, Lucy, dear,” — and now Mrs. Robarts put her arm 
round her sister-in-law’s waist, — “he is coming here especi- 
ally to see you.” 

“Oh, that makes a difference. I am afraid that I shall be 
— engaged.” 

“He has told everything to Mark,” said Mrs. Robarts. 

Lucy now felt that her bravery was almost deserting her. 
She hardly knew which way to look or how to stand. Had 
F anny told everything also? There was so much that Fanny 
knew that Lord Lufton could not have known. But, in 
truth, Fanny had told aU — ^the whole stoiy of Lucy’s love, 
and had described the reasons which had induced her to re- 
ject her suitor; and had done so in words which, had Lord 
Lufton heard them, would have made him twice as passion- 
ate in his love. 

And then it certainly did occur to Lucy to th i nk why 
Lord Lufton should have come to Framley and told all this 
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history to her brother. She attempted for a moment to make 
herself believe that she was angry with him for doing so. 
But she was not angry. She had not time to argue much 
about it, but there came upon her a gratified sensation of 
having been remembered, and thought of, and — cloved. 
Must it not be so? Could it be possible that he himself 
would have told this tale to her brother, if he did not stiU 
love her? Fifty times she had said to herself that his offer 
had been an affair of the moment, and fifty times she had 
been unhappy in so saying. But this new coming of his 
could not be an affair of the moment. She had been the dupe, 
she had thought, of an absurd passion on her own part; but 
now — ^how was it now? She did not bring herself to think 
that she should ever be Lady Lufton. She had still, in some 
perversely obstinate manner, made up her mind agaiust 
that result. But yet, nevertheless, it did in some unaccount- 
able manner satisfy her to feel that Lord Lufton had himself 
come down to Framley and himself told this story. 

“He has told everything to Mark,” said Mrs. Robarts; 
and then again there was a pause for a moment, during 
which these thoughts passed through Lucy’s mind. 

“Yes,” said Mark, “he has told me all, and he is coming 
here to-morrow morning that he may receive an answer 
from yourself.” 

“^J^at answer?” said Lucy, trembling. 

“Nay, dearest; who can say that but yourself?” and her 
sister-in-law, as she spoke, pressed close against her. “You 
must say that yourself. ” 

Mrs. Robarts in her long conversation with her husband 
had pleaded strongly on Lucy’s behalf, taking as it were a 
part against Lady Lufton. She had said that if Lord Lixfton 
persevered in his suit, they at the parsonage could not be 
justified in robbing Lucy of all that she had won for herself, 
in order to do Lady Lufton’s pleasure. 

“But she wdll think,” said Mark, “that we have plotted 
and intrigued for this. She wdU call us ungrateful, and will 
make Lucy’s life wretched.” To which the "wife had an- 
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sweied, that all that must be left in God’s hands. They had 
not plotted or intrigued. Lucy, though loving the man in 
her heart of hearts, had already once refused him, because 
she would not be thought to have snatched at so great a 
prize. But if Lord Lufton loved her so warmly that he had 
come down there in this manner, on purpose, as he himself 
had put it, that he might learn his fate, then — so argued 
Mrs. Robarts — ^they two, let theic loyalty to Lady Lmton 
be ever so strong, could not justify it to their consciences to 
stand between Lucy and her lover. Mark had still somewhat 
demurred to this, suggesting how terrible would be their 
pUght if they should now encourage Lord Lufton, and if he, 
after such encouragement, when they should have quar- 
relled with Lady Lufton, should allow him self to be led 
away from his engagement by his mother. To which Fanny 
had annoimced that justice was justice, and that right was 
right. Everything must be told to Lucy, and she must judge 
for herself. 

“But I do not know what Lord Lufton wants,” said 
Lucy, with her eyes fixed upon the ground, and now tremb- 
ling more than ever. “He did come to me, and I did give 
him an answer.” 

“And is that answer to be final?” said Mark — somewhat 
cruelly, for Lucy had not yet been told that her lover had 
made any repetitionof his proposal. Fanny, however, deter- 
mined that no injustice should be done, and therefore she at 
last continued the story. 

“We know that you did give him an answer, dearest; but 
gentlemen sometimes will not put up with one answer on 
such a subject. Lord Lufton has declared to Mark that he 
means to ask again. He has come down here on purpose to 
do so.” 

“And Lady Lufton — ” said Lucy, speaking hardly above 
a whisper, and still hiding her face as she leaned against 
her sister’s shoulder. 

“Lord Lufton has not spoken to his mother about it,” 
said Mark; and it imm ediately became clear to Lucy, from 
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lie tone of her brother’s voice, that he, at least, would not 

be pleased, should she accept her lover’s vow. 

“You must decide out of your own heart, dear,” said 
Fanny generously. “Mark and I know how well you have 
behaved, for I have told him everything.” Lucy shuddered 
and leaned closer against her sister as this was said to her. 
“I had no alternative, dearest, but to tell him. It was best so; 
was it not? But nothing has been told to Lord Lufton. 
Mark would not let him come here to-day, because it would 
have flurried you, and he wished to give you time to think. 
But you can see him to-morrow morning, — can you not? 
and then answer him.” 

Lucy now stood perfectly silent, feeling that she dearly 
loved her sister-in-law for her sisterly k i n d n ess — ^for that 
sisterly wish to promote a sister’s love; but still there was in 
her minfi a strong resolve not to allow Lord Lufton to come 
there under the idea that he would be received as a favoured 
lover. Her love was powerful, but so also was her pride; 
and she could not bring herself to bear the scorn which 
would lay in Lady Lufton’s eyes. “His mother will despise 
me, and then he will despise me too,” she said to herself; 
and with a strong gulp of disappointed love and ambition 
she determined to persist. 

“Shall we leave you now, dear; and speak of it again to- 
morrow morning, before he comes?” said Fanny. 

“That win be the best,” said Mark. ‘ ‘Turn itin your mind 
every way to-night. Think of it when you have said your 
prayers — and, Lucy, come here to me;” — ^then, taking her 
in his arms, he kissed her with a tenderness that was not 
customary with him towards her. “It is fair,” said he, “that 
I should tell you this: that I have perfect confidence in your 
judgment and feeling; and that I will stand by you as your 
brother in whatever decision you may come to. Fanny and 
I both think that you have behaved excellently, and are 
both of us sure that you will do what is best. "Whatever you 
do I will stick to you; — and so will Fanny.” 

“Dearest, dearest Mark!” 
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“And now we will say nothing more about it till to-mot- 
row morning,” said Fanny. 

But Lucy felt that this saying nothing more about it till 
to-morrow morning would be tantamount to an accept- 
ance on her part of Lord Lufton’s offer. Mrs. Robarts knew, 
and Mr. Robarts also now knew, the secret of her heart; and 
if, such being the case, she allowed Lord Lxifton to come 
there with the acknowledged purpose of pleading his own 
suit, it would be impossible for her not to yield. If she were 
resolved that she would not yield, now was the time for her 
to stand her ground and make her fight. 

“Do not go, Fanny; at least not quite yet,” she said. 

“Well, dear?” 

“I want you to stay whUe I teU Mark. He must not let 
Lord Lufton come here to-morrow.” 

“Not let him!” said Mrs. Robarts. 

Mr. Robarts said nothing, but he felt that his sister was 
rising in his esteem from minute to mmute. 

“No; Mark must bid him not come. He will not wish to 
pain me when it can do no good. Look here, Mark;” and 
she walked over to her brother, and put both her hands 
upon his arm. “I do love Lord Lufton. I had no such mean- 
ing or thought when I Jfirst knew him. But I do love him — 
love him dearly; — almost as well as Fanny loves you, I sup- 
pose. You may teU him so if you think proper — nay, you 
must teU him so, or he will not imderstand me. But him 
this, as coming from me: that I will never marry him, un- 
less his mother asks me.” 

“She will not do that, I fear,” said Mark, sorrowfully. 

“No; I suppose not,” said Lucy, now regaining all her 
courage. “If I thought it probable that she should wish me 
to be her daughter-in-law, it would not be necessary that I 
should make such a stipulation. It is because she wtll not 
wish it; because she would regard me as unfit to — ^to — ^to 
mate with her son. She would hate me, and scorn me; and 
then he would begin to scorn me, and perhaps would cease 
to love me. I could not bear her eye upon me, if she thought 
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that I had injured her son. Mark, you will go to him now; 
wiU you not? and explain this to hdm; — as much of it as is 
necessary. Tell him, that if his mother asks me I will — con- 
sent. But that as I know that she never will, he is to look 
upon aU that he has said as forgotten. With me it shci1| be 
the same as though it were forgotten.” 

Such was her verdict, and so confident were they both of 
her firmness — of her obstinacy Mark would have called it 
on any other occasion, — ^that fhey neither of them sought 
to make her alter it. 

“You will go to him now, — this afternoon; will you 
not?” she said; and Mark promised that he would. He could 
not but feel that he himself was greatly relieved. Lady Luf- 
ton might probably hear that her son had been fool enough 
to faU in love with the parson’s sister, but under existing 
circumstances she could not consider herself aggrieved 
either by the parson or by his sister. Lucy was behaving 
well, and Mark was proud of her. Lucy was behaving with 
fierce spirit, and Fanny was grieving for her. 

“Fd rather be by myself till dinner-time,” said Lucy, as 
Mrs. Robarts prepared to go with her out of the room. 
“Dear Fanny, don’t look unhappy; there’s nothing to make 
us unhappy. I told you I should want goat’s milk, and that 
wiUbeall.” 

Robarts, after sitting for an hour with his wife, did 
return again to Framley Court; and, after a consider- 
able search, found Lord Lufton returning home to a late 
dinner. 

“Unless my mother asks her,” said he, when the story 
had been told him. “That is nonsense. Surely you told her 
that such is not the way of the world.” 

Robarts endeavoured to explain to bim that Lucy could 
not endine to t h i nk that her husband’s mother should look 
on her with disfavour. 

Does she think that my mother dislikes her — ^her speci- 
ally?” asked Lord Lufton. 

No; Robarts could not suppose that that was the case; 
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but Lady Lufton might probably think that a marriage with 
a clergyman’s sister would be a mesalliance. 

“That is out of the question,” said Lord Lufton; “as she 
has especially wanted me to marry a clergyman’s daughter 
for some time past. But, Mark, it is absurd talking about my 
mother. A man in these days is not to marry as his mother 
bids him.” 

Mark could only assure him, in answer to aU this, that 
Lucy was very firm in what she was doing, that she had 
quite made up her mind, and that she altogether absolved 
Lord Lufton from any necessity to speak to his mother, if 
he did not think well of doing so. But aU this was to very 
little purpose. 

“She does love me then?” said Lord Lufton. 

“Well,” said Mark, “I will not say whether she does or 
does not. I can only repeat her own message. She cannot 
accept you, unless she does so at your mother’s request.” 
And having said that again, he took his leave, and went 
back to the parsonage. 

Poor Lucy, having finished her interview with so much 
dignity, having fully satisfied her brother, and declined any 
immediate consolation from her sister-in-law, betook her- 
self to her own bed-room. She had to think over what she 
had said and done, and it was necessary that she should be 
alone to do so. It might be that, when she came to recon- 
sider the matter, she would not be quite so well satisfied as 
was her brother. Her grandeur of demeanour and slow pro- 
priety of carriage lasted her till she was weU into her own 
room. There are animals who, when they are ailing in any 
way, contrive to hide themselves, ashamed, as it were, that 
the weakness of their suffering should be witnessed. In- 
deed, I am not sure whether all dumb animals do not do so 
more or less; and in this respect Lucy was like a dumb ani- 
mal. Even in her confidences with Fanny she made a joke of 
her own misfortunes, and spoke of her heart ailments with 
self-ridicule. But now, having walked up the staircase with 
no hurried step, and having deliberately locked the door. 
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she turned herself round to suffer in silence and solitude — 

as do the beasts and birds. 

She sat herself down on a low chair, which stood at the 
foot of her bed, and, throwing back her head, held her 
handkerchief across her eyes and forehead, holding it tight 
in both her hands; and then she began to think. She began 
to think and also to cry, for the tears came running down 
from beneath the han^erchief; and low sobs were to be 
heard — only that the animal had taken itself off, to suffer in 
solitude. 

Had she not thrown from her aU her chances of happi- 
ness? Was it possible that he should come to her yet again, 
— a third time? No; it was not possible. The verymodeand 
pride of this, her second rejection of him, made it impos- 
sible. In comingtoher deterrnination, andmaking her avow- 
al, she had been actuated by the knowledge that Lady Liif- 
ton would regard such a marriage with abhorrence. Lady 
Lufton would not and could not ask her to condescend to 
be her son’s bride. Her chance of happiness, of glory, of 
ambition, of love, was aU gone. She had sacrificed every- 
thing, not to virtue, but to pride, and she had sacrificed 
not only herself, but him. When first he came there — ^when 
she had meditated over his first visit — she had hardly given 
him credit for deep love; but now — ^there could be no 
doubt that he loved her now. After his season in London, 
his days and nights passed with all that was beautiful, he 
had returned there, to that little country parsonage, that he 
might again throw himself at her feet. And she — she had 
refused to see him, though she loved him with aU her heart, 
she had refused to see him because she was so vile a coward 
that she could not bear the sour looks of an old woman! 

‘T will come down directly,” she said, when F anny at 
last knocked at the door, begging to be a dmit ted. “I won’t 
open it, love, but I will be with you in ten minu tes; T will , in- 
deed.”.^d so she was; not, perhaps,without traces of tears, 
discernible by the experienced eye of Mrs. Robarts, but yet 
with a smooth brow, and voice under her own command. 
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“I wonder whether she really loves him,” Mark said to . 
his wife that night. 

“Love himl’* his wife had answered: “indeed she does; 
and, Mark, do not be led away by the stem quiet of her de- 
meanour. To my thinking she is a girl who might almost 
die for love.” 

On the next day Lord Lufton left Framley; and started, 
according to his arrangements, for the Norway salmon 
fishing. 


CHAPTER XXXII 
The Goat and Compasses 

H arold smith had been made unhappy by that 
rumour of a dissolution; but the misfortune to him 
would be as nothing compared to the severity with 
whichit wouldfallonMr. Sowerby. Harold Smith might or 
might not lose his borough, but Mr. Sowerby would un- 
doubtedly lose his county; and, in losing that, he would 
lose everything. He felt very certain now that the duke 
would not support him again, let who would be master of 
Chaldicotes; and as he reflected on these things he found it 
very hard to keep up his spirits. 

Tom Towers, it seems, had known all about it, as he al- 
ways does. The little remark which had dropped feom him 
at Miss Dunstable’s, made, no doubt, after mature delibera- 
tion, and with profound political motives, was the fore- 
runner, only by twelve hours, of a very general report that 
the giants were going to the country. It was manifest that 
the giants had not a majority in Parliament, generous as had 
been the promises of support disinterestedly made to them 
by the gods. This indeed was manifest, and therefore they 
were going to the country, although they had been deliber- 
ately warned by a very prominent sdon of Olympus that if 
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they did do so that disinterested support must be with- 
drawn. This threat did not seem to weigh much, and by 
two o’clock on the day following Miss Dunstable’s party, 
the fiat was presumed to have gone forth. The rumour had 
begun with Tom Towers, but by that time it had reached 
Buggins at the Petty Bag Office. 

“It won’t make no dinerence to bus, sir; will it, Mr. Rob- 
arts?” said Buggins, as he leaned respectfully against the 
waU near the door, in the room of the private secretary at 
that establishment. 

A good deal of conversation, miscellaneous, special, and 
political, went on between young Robarts and Buggins in 
the course of the day; as was natural, seeing that they were 
thrown in these evil times very much upon each other. The 
Lord Petty Bag of the present ministry was not such a one 
as Harold Smith. He was a giant indifferent to his private 
notes, and careless as to the duties even of patronage; he 
rarely visited the office, and as there were no other clerks in 
the establishment — owing to a root and branch reform car- 
ried outin the shortreign of Harold Smith — ^to whom could 
young Robarts talk, if not to Buggins? 

“No; I suppose not,” said Robarts, as he completed on 
his blotting-paper an elaborate picture of a Turk seated on 
hisdivan. 

“’Cause, you see, sir, we’re in the Upper ’Ouse, now; — 
as I always thinks we bought to be. I don’t think it ain’t 
constitutional for the Petty Bag to be in the Commons, 
Mr. Robarts. Hany ways,itneverusen’t.” 

“They’re changing all those sort of things now-a-days, 
Buggins,” said Robarts, giving the final touch to the Turk’s 
smoke. 

“Well; I’ll teU you what it is, Mr. Robarts: I think FU go. 
I can’t stand all these changes. I’m turned of sixty now, ond 
don’t want any ’stifflicates. I think I’ll take my pension and 
walk. The hoffice ain’t the same place at all since it ramp 
down among the Commons.” And then Buggins retired 
sighing, to console himself with a pot of porter behind a 
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large open office ledger, set up on end on a small table in the 
little lobby outside the private secretary’s room. Buggins 
sighed again as he saw that the date made visible in the open 
book was almost as old as his own appointment; for such a 
book as this lasted long in the Petty Bag Office. A peer of 
high degree had been Lord Petty Bag in those days; one 
whoma messenger’s heart could respect with infinite vener- 
ation, as he madehis unaccustomed visits to theoffice with 
much solemnity — ^perhaps four times during the season. 
The Lord Petty Bag then was highly regarded by his staff, 
and his coming among them was talked about for some 
hours previously and for some days afterwards; but Harold 
Smith had bustled in and out like the managing clerk in a 
Manchester house. “The service is going to the dogs,” said 
Buggins to himself, as he put down the porter pot, and 
looked up over the book at a gentleman who presented 
himself at the door. 

“Mr. Robarts in his room?” said Buggins, repeating the 
gentleman’s words. “Yes, Mr. Sowerby; you’U find him 
there — first door to the left.” And then, remembering 
that the visitor was a county member — a position which 
Buggins regarded as next to that of a peer — ^he got up, 
and, opening the private secretary’s door, ushered in the 
visitor. 

Young Robarts and Mr. Sowerby had, of course, be- 
come acquainted in the days of Harold Smith’s reign. Dur- 
ing that short time the member for East Barset had on most 
days dropped in at the Petty Bag Office for a minute or two, 
finding out what the energetic cabinet minister was doing, 
chatting on semi-official subjects, and teaching the private 
secretary to laugh at his master. Lliere was nothing, there- 
fore, in his present visit which need appear to be singular, 
or which required any immediate special explanation. He 
sat himself down in his ordinary way, and began to speak of 
the sub j ect of the day. 

“We’re all to go,” said Sowerby. 

“So I hear,” said the private secretary. “It will give me 
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no trouble, for, as the respectable Buggins says, we’re in 

the Upper Housenow.” 

“What a delightful time those lucky dogs of lords do 
have!” said Sowerby. “No constituents, no turning out, no 
fighting, no necessity for political opinions; and, as a ride, 
no such opinions at all!” 

“I suppose you’re tolerably safe in East Barsetshire?” 
said Robarts. “The duke has it pretty much his own way 
there.” 

“Yes; the duke does have it pretty much his own way. 
By-the-by, where is your brother?” 

“Athome,” saidRobarts; “at least I presume so.” 

“At Framley or at Barchester? I believe he was in resi- 
dence at Barchester not long since.” 

“He’s at Framley now, I know. I got a letter only yester- 
day, from his wife, with a commission. He was there, and 
Lord Lufton had just left.” 

“Yes; Lufton was down. He started for Norway t hi s 
morning. I want to see your brother. You have not heard 
from him yourself, have you?” 

“No; not lately. Mark is a bad correspondent. He would 
not do at all for a private secretary.” 

“At any rate, not to Harold Smith. But you are sure I 
should not catch him at Barchester?” 

“Send down by telegraph, and he would meet you.” 

“I don’t want to do that. A telegraph message makes 
such a fuss in the country, frightening people’s wives, and 
setting all the horses about the place galloping.” 

“Whatis it about?” 

“Nothingofanygreatconsequence.Ididn’tknowwheth- 
er he might have told you. I’U write dowm by to-night’s 
post, and then he can meet me at Barchester to-morrow. 
Or do you write. There’s nothing I hate so much as letter- 
■writing; just tell him that I called, and that I shall be 
much obliged if he can meet me at the Dragon of Wantly — 
say at two to-morrow. I "will go down by the express.” 

Mark Robarts, in talking over his coming money trouble 
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with Sowerby, had once mentioned that if it were necessary 
to take up a billfor the short time he might be able to borrow 
the money from his brother. So much of the father’s legacy 
still remained in the hands of the private secretary as would 
enable him to produce the amount of the latter biU, and 
there could be no doubt that he would lend it if asked. Mr. 
Sowerby’s visit to the Petty Bag Office had been caused by 
a desire to learn whether any such request had been made 
— and also by a half-formed resolution to make the request 
himself if he should find that the clergyman had not done 
so. It seemed to him to be a pity that such a sum should be 
lying about, as it were, within reach, and that he should not 
stoop to put his hands upon it. Such abstinence would be so 
contrary to all the practice of his life that it was as difficult 
to him as it is for a sportsman to let pass a cock-pheasant. 
But yet something like remorse touched his heart as he sat 
there balancing mmself on his chair in the private secret- 
ary’s room, and looking at the young man’s open face. 

“Yes; I’ll write to him,” said John Robarts; “but he 
hasn’t said anything to me about anything particular.” 

“Hasn’t he? It does not much signify. I only mentioned 
it because I thought I understood him to say that he would.” 
And then Mr. Sowerby went on swinging himself. How 
was it that he felt so averse to mention that little sum of 
500/. to a young man like John Robarts, a fellow without 
wife or children or calls on him of any sort, who would not 
even be injured by the loss of the money, seeing that he had 
an ample salary on which to live? He wondered at his own 
weakness . The want of the money was urgent on him in the 
extreme. He had reasons for supposing that Mark would 
find it very difficult to renew the bills, but he, Sowerby, 
could stop their presentation if he could get this money at 
once into his own hands. 

“Can I do anything for you?” said the innocent lamb, 
offering his throat to the butcher. 

But some unwonted feeling numbed the butcher’s fin- 
gers, and blunted his knife. He sat still for half a minute 
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after the question, and then jumping from his seat, declined 

the offer. “No, no; nothing, thank you. Only 'write to Mark, 

and say that I shall be there to-morrow,” and then, taking 

his hat, he hurried out of the office. “What an ass I am,” he 

said to himself as he went: “as ifit were of any use now to be 

particular!” 

He then got into a cab and had himself driven half way 
up Portman Street towards the New Road, and walking 
from thence a few hundred yards do-wn a cross-street he 
came to a public-house. It was called the “Goat and Com- 
passes,” — a very meaningless name, one would say; but the 
house boasted of being a place of public entertainment very 
long established on that site, having been a tavern out in 
the country iu the days of Cromwell. At that time the pious 
landlord, putting up a pious legend for the benefit of his 
pious customers, had declared that — “God encompasseth 
us .” The “Goat and Compasses” in these days does quite as 
well; and, considering the present character of the house, 
was perhaps less unsuitable than the old legend. 

“Is Mr. Austen here?” asked Mi. Sowerby of the man at 
the bar. 

“Which on ’em? Not Mir. John; he ain’t here. Mr. Tomis 
in — ^the little room on the left-hand side.” The man whom 
Mr. Sowerby would have preferred to see was the elder 
brother, John; but as he was not to be found, he did go into 
the little room. In that room he found — ^Mr. Austen, Juni- 
or, according to one arrangement of nomenclature, and 
Mr. Tom Tozer according to another. To gentlemen of the 
legal profession he generally chose to introduce himself as 
belonging to the respectable family of the Austens; but 
among his intimates he had always been — ^Tozer. 

Mr. Sowerby, though he was iutimate with the family, 
did not love the Tozers: but he especially hated Tom Tozer. 
Tom Tozer was a bull-necked, beetle-browed fellow, the 
expression of whose face was eloquent with acknowledged 
roguery. “I am a rogue,” it seemed to say. “I know it; all 
the world knows it: but you’re another. All the world don’t 
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know that, but I do. Men are all rogues, pretty nigh. Some 
are soft rogues, and some are ’cute rogues. I am a ’cute one; 
so min d your eye.” It was with such words that Tom Ton- 
er’s face spoke out; and though a thorough liar in his heart, 
he was not a liar in his face. 

“Well, Tozer,” said Mr. Sowerby, absolutely shaking 
hands with the dirty miscreant, “I wanted to see your bro- 
ther.” 

“John ain’t here, and ain’t like; but it’s all as one.” 

“Yes, yes; I suppose it is. I know you two hunt in 
couples.” 

“I don’t know what you mean about hunting, Mr. Sower- 
by. You gents ’as all lie hunting, and we poor folk ’as all 
the work. I hope you’re going to make up this trifle of 
money we’re out of so long.” 

“It’s about that I’ve called. I don’t know what you call 
long, Tozer; butthe last bill was only datedinFebruary.” 

“It’s overdue; ain’t it?” 

“Oh, yes; it’s overdue. There’s no doubt about that.” 

“Well; when a bit of paper is come roxind the next thing 
is to take it up. Them’s my ideas. And to teU you the truth, 
Mr. Sowerby, we don’t think as how you’ve been treating 
us just on the square lately. In that matter of Lord Lufton’s 
you was down on us uncommon.” 

“You know I couldn’t help myself.” 

“Well; and we can’t help ourselves now. That’s where it 
is, Mr. Sowerby. Lord love you; we know what’s what, we 
do. And so, the fact is we’re uncommon low as to the ready 

justatpresent, and wemusthavethemfewhundred pounds. 

We must have them at once, or we must sell up that clerical 
gent. I’m dashed if it ain’t as hard to get money from a par- 
son as it is to take a bone from a dog. ’E’s ’ad ’is account, no 
doubt, and why don’t ’e pay?” 

Mr. Sowerby had called with the intention of explaining 
that he was about to proceed to Barchester on the follow- 
ing day with the express view of “making arrangements” 
about this bill; and had he seen John Tozer, John would 
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have been compelled to accord to him some little extension 
of time. Both Tom and John knew this; and, therefore, 
John — the soft-hearted one — kept out of the way. There 
was no danger that Tom would be weak; and, after some 
half-hour of parley, he was again left by Mr. Sowerby, 
without having evinced any symptom of weakness . 

“It’s the dibs as we want, Mr. Sowerby; that’s aU,” were 
the last words which he spoke as the member of Parliament 
left the room. 

Mr. Sowerby then got into another cab, and had himself 
driven to his sister’s house. It is a remarkable thing with 
reference to men who are distressed for money — distressed 
as was now the case with Mr. Sowerby — ^that they never 
seem at a loss for small sums, or deny themselves those 
luxuries which small sums purchase. Cabs, dinners, wine, 
theatres, and new gloves are always at the command of men 
who are drowned in pecuniary embarrassments, whereas 
those who don’t owe a shilling are so frequently obliged 
to go without them! It would seem that there is no grati- 
fication so costly as that of keepiug out of debt. But then it 
is only fak that, if a man has a hobby, he should pay for it. 

Any one else would have saved his shilling, as Mrs. Har- 
old Smith’s house was only just across Oxford Street, in the 
neighbourhood of Hanover Square; but Mr. Sowerby nev- 
er thought of this. He had never saved a s hillin g in his Ufe, 
and it did not occur to him to begin now. He had sent word 
to her to remain at home for him, and he now found her 
waiting. 

“Harriet,” said he, throwing himself back into an easy 
chair, “thegameispretty weUupatlast.” 

“Nonsense,” said she. “The game is not up at all if you 
have the spirit to carry it on. ” 

“I can only say that I got a formal notice this morning 
fcom the duke’s lawyer, saying that he meant to foreclose 
at once; — ^not from FothergiU, but from those people in 
South Audley Street.” 

“You expected that,” said his sister. 
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“I don’t see how that makes it any better; besides, I am 
not quite sure that I did expect it; at any rate I did not feel 
certain. There is no doubt now.” 

“It is better that there should be no doubt. It is much 
better that you should know on what ground you have to 
stand.” 

“I shall soon have no ground to stand on, none at least of 
my own — ^not an acre,” said the unhappy man, with great 
bitterness in his tone. 

“You can’t in reality be poorer now than you were last 
year. You have not spent anything to speak of. There can 
be no doubt that Chddicotes will be ample to pay all you 
owe the duke.” 

“It’s as much as it wiU; and what am I to do then? I almost 
think more of the seat than I do of Chaldicotes.” 

“You know what I advise,” said Mrs. Smith. “Ask Miss 
Dunstableto advance themoney on the same security which 
* the duke holds. She will be as safe then as he is now. And if 
you can arrange that, stand for the county against him; per- 
haps you may be beaten.” 

“I shouldn’thave a chance.” 

“But it would show that you are not a creature in the 
duke’s hands. That’s my advice;” said Mrs. Smith, with 
much spirit; “and if you wish. I’ll broach it to Mdss Dun- 
stable, and ask her to get her lawyer to look into it. ’’ 

“If I had done this before I had run my head into that 
other absurdity!” 

“Don’t fret yourself about thal^ she wUl lose nothing by 
such an investment, and therefore you are not asking any 
favour of her. Besides, did she not make the offer? and she 
is just the woman to do this for you now, because she re- 
fused to do that other thing for you yesterday. You under- 
stand most things, Nathaniel; but I am not sure that you 
understand women; not, at any rate, such a woman as her.” 

It went ag ains t the grain with Mr. Sowerby, this seeking 
of pecuniary assistance from the very woman whose hand 
he had attempted to gain about a fortnight since; but he 
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allowed his sister to prevail. What could any man do in 
such straits that would not go against the grain? At the pre- 
sent moment he felt in his mind an infinite hatred against 
the duke, Mr. Fothergill, Gumption & Gagebee, and all 
the tribes of Gatherum Castle and South Audley Street; 
they wanted to rob him of that which had belonged to the 
Sowerbys before the name of Omnium had been heard of in 
the county, or in England! The great leviathan of the deep 
was anxious to swallow him up as a prey! He was to be 
swallowed up, and made away with, and put out of sight, 
without a pang of remorse. Any measure which could now 
present itself as the means of staving off so evil a day would 
be acceptable; and therefore he gave his sister the commis- 
sion of making this second proposal to Miss Dimstable. In 
cursing the duke — ^for he did curse the duke lustily — ^it 
hardly occurred to him to think that, after all, the duke only 
askedfor his own. 

As for Mrs. Harold Smith, whatever may be the view 
taken of her general character as a wife and a member of 
society, it must be admitted that as a sister she had virtues. 



CHAPTER XXXIII 
Consolation 

O N THE next day at two o’clock punctually, Mark 
Robarts was at die “Dragon of Wantly,” walking 
up and down the very room in which the party had 
breakfasted after Harold Smith’s lecture, and waiting for 
the arrival of Mr. Sowerby. He had been very well able to 
divine what was the business on which his friend wished to 
see him, and he had been rather glad than otherwise to re- 
ceive the summons. Judging of his friend’s character by 
what he had hitherto seen, he thought that Mr. Sowerby 
would have kept out of the way, unless he had it in his 
power to make some provisionfor these terrible biUs. So he 
walked up and down the dingy room, impatient for the ex- 
pected arrival, and thought himself wickedly ill-used in 
that Mr. Sowerby was not there when the dock struck a 
quarter to three. But when the dock struck three, Mr. 
Sowerby was there, and Mark Robarts’s hopes werenearly 
at an end. 

“Do you mean that they will demand nine hundred 
pounds?” said Robarts, standing up and glaring angrily at 
the member of Parliament. 

“I fear that they will,” said Sowerby. “I think it is best to 
tell you the worst, in order that we may see what can be 
done.” 

“I can do nothing, and will do nothing,” said Robarts. 
“They may do what they choose — ^what the law allows 
them.” 

And then he thought of Fanny and his nursery, and Lucy 
refusiug in her pride Lord Lufton’s offer, and he turned 
away his face that the hard man of the world before him 
might not see the tear gathering in his eye. 

“But, Mark, my dear fellow ” said Sowerby, trying 

to have recourse to the power of his cajoling voice. 

Robarts, however, would not listen. 
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“Mr. Sowerby/’ said he, •with an attempt at calmness 
which betrayed itself at every syllable, “it seems to me that 
you have robbed me. That I have been a fool, and worse 
than a fool, I know well; but — but — ^but I thought that 
your position in the world would guarantee me fcom such 
treatment as this.” 

Mr. Sowerby was by no means -without feeling, and the 
words which he now heard cut him very deeply — ^the more 
so because it was impossible that he should answer them 
■with an attempt at indignation. He had robbed his friend, 
and, with aU his -wit, knew no words at the present moment 
sufficiently witty to make it seem that he had not done so. 

“Robarts,” said he, “you may say what you like to me 
now; I shall not resentit.” 

“Who would care for your resentment?” said the clergy- 
man, tummg on him with ferocity. “The resentment of a 
gentleman is terrible to a gentleman; and the resentment of 
one just man is terrible to another. Your resentmenti” — 
and then he walked twice the length of the room, leaving 
Sowerby dumb in his seat. “I wonder whether you ever 
thought of my -wife and children when you were plotting 
this ruinfor me!” And then again he walked the room. 

“I suppose you wiU be calm enough presently to speak of 
this •with some attempt to make a setdement?” 

“No; I -will make no such attempt. These friends of yours, 
you tell me, have a claim on me for nine hundred pounds, 
of -which they demand immediate payment. You shall be 
asked in a court of law how much of that money I have 
handled. You know that I have never touched — ^have never 
wanted to touch — one shilling. I -will make no attempt at 
any settlement. My person is here, and there is my house. 
Let them do their worst.” 

‘]But,Mark ” 

“Call me by my name, sir, and drop that affectation of re- 
gard. What an ass I have been to be so cozened by a sharp- 
er.” 

Sowerby had by no means expected this. He had always 
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known that Robarts possessed what he, Sowerby, would 
have called the spirit of a gentleman. He had regarded him 
as a bold, open, generous fellow, able to take his own part 
when called on to do so, and by no means disinclined to 
speak his own mind; but he had not ejected from him 
such a torrent of indignation, or thought that he was cap- 
able of such a depth of anger. 

“If you use such language as that, Robarts, I can only 
leaveyou.” 

“You are welcome. Go. You teU me that you are the 
messenger of these men who intend to work nine hundred 
pounds out of me. You have done your part in the plot, 
and have now brought their message. It seems to me that 
you had better go back to them. As for me, I want my time 
to prepare my wife for the destiny before her.” 

“Robarts, you will be sorry some day for the cruelty of 
your words.” 

“Iwonderwhetheryouwilleverbesorryforthecrueltyof 
your doings, orwhetherthesethingsarereallyajoketoyou.” 

“I am at this moment a ruined man,” said Sowerby. 
“Everything is going from me, — ^my place in the world, 
the estate of my family, my father’s house, my seat in Par- 
liament, the power of living among my countrymen, or, in- 
deed, of living anywhere; — ^but all this does not oppress 
me now so much as the misery which I have brought upon 
you.” And then Sowerby also turned away his face, and 
wiped from Ms eyes tears which were not artificial. 

Robarts was stiU walking up and down the room, btit it 
was not possible for btfn to continue his reproaches after 
this. This is always the case. Let a man endure to heap con- 
tumely on his own head, and he will silence the contumely 
of others — for the moment. Sowerby, without meditating 
on the matter, had had some inkling of this, and immedi- 
ately saw that there was at last an opening for conversation. 

“You are unjust to me,” said he, “in supposing that I 
have now no wish to save you. It is solely in the hope of do- 
ing so that I have come here.” 
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“And what is jout hope? That I should accept another 
biaceof bills, I suppose.” 

“Not a brace; but one renewed bill for ” 

“Look here, Mr. Sowerby. On no earthly consideration 
that can be put before me will I again sign my name to any 
bill in the guise of an acceptance. I have been very weak, 
and am ashamed of my weakness; but so much strength as 
that, I hope, is left; to me. I have been very wicked, and am 
ashamed of my wickedness; but so much right principle as 
that, I hope, remains. I will put my name to no other bill; 
not for you, not even for myself.” 

“But, Robarts, under your present circumstances that 
will be madness.” 

“Theniwillbemad.” 

“Have you seen Forrest? If you will speak to him I think 
you will find that everything can be accommodated.” 

“I already owe Mr. Forrest a hundred and fifty pounds, 
which I obtained from him when you pressed me for the 
price of that horse, and I will not increase the debt. "What a 
fool I was again there! Perhaps you do not remember that, 
when I agreed to buy the horse, the price was to be my con- 
tribution to the liquidation of these bills.” 

“I do remember it; but I will teU you how that was.” 

“It does not signify. It has been all of a piece.” 

“But listen to me. I think you would feel for me if you 
knew all that I have gone through. I pledge you my solemn 
word that I had no intention of asking you for the money 
when you took the horse; — ^indeed I had not. But you re- 
member that affair of Lufton’s, when he came to you at 
your hotel in London and was so angry about an outstand- 
in|biU.” 

“I know that he was very unreasonable as far as I was 
concerned.” 

“He was so; but that makes no difference. He was resolv- 
ed, in his rage, to expose the whole affair; and I saw that, if 
he did so it would be most injmdous to you, seeing that you 
had just accepted your stall at Barchester.” Here the poor 
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prebendary winced terribly. “I moved heaven and earth to 
get up that bill. Those vultures stuck to their prey when 
they found the value which I attached to it, and I was forced 
to raise above a hundred pounds at the moment to obtain 
possession of it, although every shilling absolutely due on it 
had long since been paid. Never in my life did I wish to get 
money, as I did to raise that hundred and twenty pounds: and 
as I hope for mercy in my last moments, I did that for your 
sake. Lufton could not have injured me in that matter.” 

“Butyoutoldhimthatyougotitfortwenty-fivepounds.” 

“Yes, I told him so. I was obliged to teU him that, or I 
shouldhaveapparentlycondemnedmyselfbyshowinghow 
anxious I was to get it. And you know I could not have ex- 
plained all this before him and you. You wouldhavethrown 
up the stall in disgust.” 

Would that he had! That was Mark’s wish now, — his 
futile wish. In what a slough of despond had he come to 
waUow in consequence of his folly on that night at Gather- 
um Castle! He had then done a siUy thing, and was he now 
to rue it by almost total ruin? He was sickened also with all 
these lies. His very soul was dismayed by the dirt through 
which he was forced to wade. He had become unconscious- 
ly connected with the lowest dregs of mankind, and would 
have to see his name mingled with theirs in the daily news- 
papers. And for what had he done this? Why had he thus 
filed his mind and made h imself a disgrace to his cloth? In 
order that he might befriend such a one as Mr. Sowerby ! 

“Well,” continued Sowerby; “I did get the money, but 
you wordd hardly believe the rigour of the pledge which 
was exacted from me for repayment. I got it from Harold 
Smith, and never, in my worst straits, will I again look to 
him for assistance. I borrowed it only for a fortnight; and in 
order that I might repay it, I was obliged to ask you for the 
price of the horse. Mark, it was on your behalf that I did all 
this, — ^indeed it was.” 

“And now I am to repay you for your kindness by the 
loss of all that I have in the world.” 
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“If you ■will put the affairs into the hands of Mr. Forrest, 
nothing need be touched, — ^not a hair of a horse’s back; no, 
not though you shordd be obliged to pay the whole amount 
yourself, gradually out of your income. You must execute a 
series of bills, falling due quarterly, and then ” 

“I wiU execute no bill, I will put my name to no paper in 
the matter; as to that my mind is fully made up. They may 
come and do their worst.” 

Mr. Sowerby persevered for a long time, but he was 
quite unable to move the parson from this position. He 
would do nothing towards making what Mr. Sowerby call- 
ed an arrangement, but persisted that he would remain at 
home at Framley, and that any one who had a daim upon 
him might take legal steps . 

“I shall do nothing myself,” he said; “but if proceedings 
against me be taken, I shall prove that I never have had a 
s hillin g of the money.” And in this resolution he quitted 
the Dragon of Wantly. 

Mr. Sowerby at one time said a word as to the es^edi- 
ency of borrowing that sum of money from John Robarts; 
but as to this Mark would say nothing. Mr. Sowerby was 
not the friend -with whom he now intended to hold cons-ul- 
tation in such matters. “I am not at present prepared,” he 
said, “to dedare what I may do; I must first see what steps 
others take.” And then he took his hat and went off; and 
mounting his horse in the yard of the Dragon of Wandy — 
that horse which he had now so many reasons to dislike — 
he slowly rode back home. 

Many thoughts passed through his mind during that 
ride, but only one resolution obtained for itself a fixture 
there. He must now tell his -wife everything. He would not 
be so cruel as to let it remain untold tmtil a bailiff were at the 
door, ready to walk him off to the county gaol, or rmtil the 
bed on which they slept was to be sold from under t hem . 
Y es, he would tell her everything, — ^immediately, before his 

resolution couldagainhavefadedaway.Hegotoffhishorse 

in the yard, and seeing his -wife’s maid at the kitchen door. 
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desired her to beg her mistress to come to him in the book- 
room. He would not allow one half-hour to pass towards 
the waning of his purpose. If it be ordained that a man shall 
drown, had he not better drown and have done with it? 

Mrs. Robarts came to him in his room, reaching him in 
time to touch his arm as he entered it. 

“Mary says you want me. I have been gardening, and she 
caught me just as I came in.” 

“Yes, Fanny, I do want you. Sit down for a moment.” 
And walking across the room, he placed his whip in its 
proper place. 

“Oh, Mark, is there anything the matter?” 

“Yes, dearest; yes. Sit down, F anny ; I can talk to you 
better if you will sit.” 

But she, poor lady, did not wish to sit. He had hinted at 
some misfortune, and therefore she felt a longing to stand 
by him and cling to him. 

“Well, there; I wiU if I must; but, Mark, do not frighten 
me. Why is your face so very wretched?” 

“Fanny, I have done very wrong,” he said. “I have been 
very foolish. I fear that I have brought upon you great sor- 
row and trouble.” And then he leaned his head upon his 
hand and turned his face away from her. 

“Oh, Mark, dearest Marl^ my own Mark! what is it?” 
and then she was quickly up from her chair, and went down 
on her knees before him. “Do not turn from me. Tell me 
Mark! teU me, that we may share it.” 

“Yes, Fanny, I must teU you now; but I hardly know 
what you will think of me when you have heard it.” 

“I will think that you are my own husband, Mark; I wiU 
think that — ^that chiefly, whatever it may be.” And then she 
caressed his knees, and looked up in his face, and, getting 
hold of one of his hands, pressed it between her own. 
“Even if you have been foolish, who should forgive you if 
I cannot?” 

And then he told it her all, beginning from that evening 
when Mr. Sowerby had got him into his bedroom, and go- 
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ing on gtadually, no-w about the bills, and now about the 
horses, till his poor wife was utterly lost in the complexity 
of the accounts. She could by no means follow him in the 
details of his story; nor could she quite sjmipathize with 
him in his indignation against Mr. Sowerby, seeing that she 
did not comprehend at all the nature of the renewing of a 
biU. The only part to her of importance in the matter was 
the amount of money which her husband would be called 
upon to pay; — ^that, and her strong hope, which was already 
a conviction, that he would never again incur such debts. 

“And how much is it, dearest, altogether?” 

“These men claim nine hundred pounds of me.” 

“Oh, dear! that is a terrible sum.” 

“And then there is the hundred and fifty which I have 
borrowed from the bank — ^thepriceofthe horse, you know; 
and there are some other debts, — ^not a great deal, I t hink; 
but people will now look for eve:ty shilling that is due to 
them. If I have to pay it all, it will be twelve or thirteen 
hundred pounds.” 

“That will be as much as a year’s income, Mark; even 
with the stall.” 

That was the only word of reproach she said — ^if that 
could be called a reproach. 

“Yes,” he said; “and it is claimed by men who wifi, have 
no pity in exacting it at any sacrifice, if they have the power. 
And to think that I should have incurred all this debt with- 
out having received anything for it. Oh, Fanny, what will 
you think of me!” 

But she swore to him that she would think nothing of it 
— ^that she would never bear it in her mind against him — 
that it could have no effect in lessening her trust in him. 
Was he not her husband? She was so glad she knew it, that 
she might comfort him. And she did comfort him, making 
the weight seem lighter and lighter on his shoulders as he 
talked of it. And such weights do thus become lighter. A 
burdai that will crush a single pair of shoulders will, when 
equally divided — ^when shared by two, each of whom is 
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•wiUiiig to take the heavier part — become light as a feather. 
Is not that sharing of the mind’s burdens one of the chief 
purposes for which a man wants a wife? For there is no folly 
so great as keeping one’s sorrows hidden. 

And this wife cheerfully, gladly, thankfully took her 
share. To endure with her lord aU her lord’s troubles was 
easy to her; it was the work to which she had pledged her- 
self. But to have thought that her lord had troubles not 
communicated to her, — ^that would have been to her the 
one thing not to be borne. 

And then they discussed their plans; what mode of es- 
cape they might have out of this terrible money dilHculty. 
Like a true woman, Mrs . Robarts proposed at once to aban- 
don aU superfluities. They would sell all their horses; they 
would not sell their cows, but would sell the butter that 
came from them; they would seU the pony-carriage, and 
get rid of the groom. That the footman must go was so 
much a matter of course, that it was hardly mentioned. But 
then, as to that house at Barchester, the dignified prebendal 
mansion in the close — ^might they not be allowed to leave it 
xmoccupied for one year longer — ^perhaps to let it? The 
world of course must know of their misfortune; but if that 
misfortune was faced bravely, the world would be less bit- 
ter in its condemnation. And then, above aU things, every- 
thing must be told to Lady Lufton. 

“You may, at any rate, believe this, Fanny,” said he, 
“that for no consideration which can be offered to me will 
I ever put my name to another bill.” 

The kiss with which she thanked him for this was as 
warm and generous as though he had brought to her that 
day news of the brightest; and when he sat, as he did that 
evening, discussiug it aU, not only with his wife, but with 
Lucy, he wondered how it was that his troubles were now 
so light. 

Whether or no a man should have his own private pleas- 
ures, I will not now say; but it never can be worth his while 
to keep his sorrows private. 



CHAPTER XXXIV 

La^ Litton is taken ly Surprise 

I ORD LUFTON, as he returned to town, found some 
difficulty in resolving what step he would next take. 
Sometimes, for a minute or two, he was half in cline d 
to think — or rather to say to himself — ^that Lucy was per- 
haps not worth the trouble which she threw in his way. He 
loved her very deady, and would willingly make her his 

wife, he thought or said at such moments; but Such 

moments, however, were only moments. A man in love 
seldom loves less because his love becomes difi&cult. And 
thus, when those moments were over, he would determine 
to tell his mother at once, and urge her to signify her con- 
sent to Miss Robarts. That she would not be quite pleased 
he knew; but if he were firm enough to show that he had a 
wiU of his own in this matter, she would probably not gain- 
say him. He would not ask this humbly, as a favour, but 
requestherladyship to go through the ceremony as though 
it were one of those motherly duties which she as a good 
mother could not hesitate to perform on behalf of her son. 
Such was the final resolve wim which he reached his cham- 
bers in the Albany. 

On the next day he did not see his mother. It would be 
well, he thought, to have his interview with her immedi- 
ately before he started for Norway, so that there might be 
no repetition of it; and it was on the day before he did start 
that he made his co mmun ication, having invited himself to 
breakfastin Brook Street on the occasion. 

“Mother,” he said, quite abruptly, throwing himself into 
one of the dining-room arm-chairs, “I have a thing to tell 
you.” 

His mother at once knew that the thing was important, 
and with her own peculiar motherly instinct imagined that 
the question to be discussed had reference to matrimony. 
Had her son desired to speak to her about money, his tone 
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and look •would have been different; as would also have 
been the case — ^in a different way — ^had he entertained any 
thought of a pilgrimage to Pekin, or a prolonged fishing 
excursion to the Hudson Bay territories . 

“A thing, Ludovic! well; I am quite at liberty.” 

‘ ‘I want to know what you think of Lucy Robarts?” 

Lady Lufton became pale and frightened, and the blood 
ran cold to her heart. She had feared more ilian rejoiced in 
conceiving that her son was about to talk of love, but she 
had feared nothing so bad as this. 

“What do I think of Lucy Robarts?” she said, repeating 
her son’s words in a tone of e-vident dismay. 

“Yes, mother; you have said once or twice lately that you 
thought I ought to marry, and I am beginning to think so 
too. You selected one clergyman’s daughter for me, but 
that lady is going to do much better ■with herself ” 

“Indeed she is not,” said Lady Lufton sharply. 

“And therefore I rather think I shall select for myself an- 
other clergyman’s sister. You don’t dislike Miss Robarts, I 
hope?” 

“Oh, Ludovic!” 

It was aU that Lady Lufton could say at the spur of the 
moment. 

“Is there any harm in her? Have you any objection to 
her? Is there anything about her that makes her unfit to be 
my "wife?” 

For a moment or two Lady Lufton sat silent, collecting 
her thoughts. She thought tJiat there was very great ob- 
jection to Lucy Robarts, regarding her as the possible fu- 
ture Lady Lufton. She could hardly have stated all her rea- 
sons, but they were very cogent. Lucy Robarts had, in her 
eyes, neither beauty, nor style, nor manner, nor even the 
education which was desirable. Lady Lufton was not her- 
self a worldly woman. She was almost as far removed from 
beiag so as a woman could be in her position. But, never- 
theless, there were certain worldly attributes which she re- 
garded as essential to the character of any yoimg lady who 
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might be considered fit to take the place which she herself 
had so long filled. It was her desire in looking for a wife for 
her son to combine these with certain moral excellencies 
which she regarded as equally essential. Lucy Robarts might 
have the moral excellences, or she might not; but as to the 
other attributes Lady Lufton regarded her as altogether de- 
ficient. She could never look Hke a Lady Lufton, or carry 
herself in the county as a Lady Lufton should do. She had 
not that quiet personal demeanour — ^that dignity of repose 
— ^which Lady Lufton loved to look upon in a young mar- 
ried woman of rank. Lucy, she would have said, could be 
nobody in a room except by dint of her tongue, whereas 
Griselda Grantly would have held her peace for a whole 
evening, and yet would have impressed everybody by the 
majesty of her presence. Then again Lucy had no money — 
and, again, Lucy was only the sister of her own parish 
clergyman. People are rarely prophets in their own coun- 
try, and Lucy was no prophet at Framley; she was none, at 
least, in the eyes of Lady Lufton. Once before, as may be 
remembered, she had had fears on this subject — ^fears, not 
so much for her son, whom she could hardly bring herself 
to suspect of such a foUy, but for Lucy, who might be fool- 
ish enough to fancy that the lord was in love with her. Alas! 
alas! her son’s question fell upon the poor woman at the 
present moment with the weight of a terrible blow. 

“Is there anything about her which makes her unfit to be 
my wife?” 

Those were her son’s last words. 

“Dearest Ludovic, dearest Ludovic!” and she got up and 
came oyer to him, “I do think so; I do, indeed.” 

“Think what?” said he, in a tone that was almost angry. 

“I do t hink that she is unfit to be your wife. She is not of 
that class from which I would wish to see you choose.” 

“She is of the same class as Griselda Grantly.” 

“No, dearest. I think you are in error there. The Grant- 
lys have moved in a different sphere of life. I think you must 
feel that they ate 
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“Upon my word, mother, I don’t. One man is Rector of 
Plumstead, and the other is Vicar of Framley. But it is no 
good arguing that. I want you to take to Lucy Robarts. I 
have come to you on purpose to ask it of you as a favour.” 

“Do you mean as your wife, Ludovic?” 

“Yes; as my wife.” 

“Am I to understand that you are — are engaged to her?” 

“Well, I cannot say that I am — ^not actually engaged to 
her. But you may take this for granted, that, as far as it lies 
in my power, I intend to become so. My mind is made up, 
and I certainly shall not alter it.” 

“And the young lady knows aU this?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Horrid, sly, detestable, underhand girl,” Lady Lufton 
said to herself, not being by any means brave enough to 
speak out such language before her son. What hope could 
there be if Lord Lufton had already committed himself by a 
positive offer? “And her brother, and Mrs. Robarts; are 
they aware of it?” 

“Yes; both of them.” 

“And both approve of it?” 

“Well, I cannot say that. I have not seen Mrs. Robarts, 
and do not know what may be her opinion. To speak my 
mind honestly about Mark, I do not think he does cordially 
approve. He is afraid of you, and would be desirous of 
knowing what you think.” 

“I am glad, at any rate, to hear that,” said Lady Lufton, 
gravely. “Had he done anything to encourage this, it would 
have been very base.” And then there was another short 
period of silence. 

Lord Lufton had determined not to explain to his mo- 
ther the whole state of the case. He would not tell her that 
everything depended on her word — ^that Lucy was ready 
to marry him only on condition that she. Lady Lufton, 
would desire her to do so. He would not let her know that 
everything depended on her — according to Lucy’s present 
k vox. II 
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verdict. He had a strong disinclination to ask his mother’s 
permission to get married; and he would have to ask it were 
he to tell her the whole truth. His object was to make her 
think well of Luqr, and to induce her to be kind, and gener- 
ous, and affectionate down at Framley. Then things would 
aU mm out comfortably when he again visited that place, 
as he intended to do on his return from Norway. So much 
he thought it possible he might effect, relying on his mo- 
ther’s probable calculation that it would be useless for her 
to oppose a measure which she had no power of stopping 
by authority. But were he to teU her that she was to be the 
final judge, that everything was to depend on her will, then, 
so thought Lord Lufton, that permission would in aU pro- 
bability be refused. 

“Well, mother, what answer do you intend to give me?” 
he said. “My mind is positively made up. I should not have 
come to you had not that been the case. You will now be 
going down home, and I would wish you to treat Lucy as 
you yourself would wish to treat any girl to whom you 
knew that I was engaged.” 

“But you say that you are not engaged. ” 

“No, I am not; but I have made my offer to her, and I 
have not been rejected. She has confessed that she — Cloves 
me, — ^not to myself, but to her brother. Under these cir- 
cumstances, may I count upon your obliging me?” 

There was something in his manner which almost fright- 
ened his mother, and made her think that there was more 
behind than was told to her. Generally speaking, his man- 
ner was open, gentle, and unguarded; but now he spoke as 
though he had prepared his words, and was resolved on be- 
ing harsh as well as obstinate. 

“I am so much taken by surprise, Ludovic, that I can 
hardly give you an answer. If you ask me whether I approve 
of such a marriage, I must say that I do not; I think that you 
would be throwing yourself away in marrying Miss Rob- 
arts.” 

“That is because you do not know her.” 
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“May it not be possible that I know her better than you 
do, dear Ludovic? You have been flirdng with her ” 

“I hate that word; it always sounds to me to be vulgar.” 

“I will say making love to her, if you like it better; and 
gentlemen under these ckcumstances will sometimes be- 
come infatuated.” 

“You would not have a man marry a gid without mak- 
iag love to her. The fact is, mother, that your tastes and 
mine are not exacdy the same; you like silent beauty, 
whereas I like talking beauty, anddien ” 

“Do you call Miss Robarts beautiful?” 

“Yes, I do; very beautiful; she has the beauty that I ad- 
mire. Good-bye now, mother; I shall not see you again be- 
fore I start. It will be no use writing, as I sh^ be away so 
short a time, and I don’t quite know where we shall be. I 
shall come down to Frarnley immediately I return, and 
shall learn from you how the land lies. I have told you my 
wishes, and you will consider how far you think it right to 
fall in with them.” He then kissed her, and without waiting 
for her reply he took his leave. 

Poor Lady Lufton, when she was left to herself, felt that 
her head was going round and round. Was this to be the 
end of aU her ambition, — of all her love for her son? and 
was this to be the result of aU her kindness to the Robarts’s? 
She almost hated Mark Robarts as she reflected that she had 
been the means of bringing him and his sister to Frarnley. 
She thought over all his sins, his absences from the parish, 
his visit to Gatherum Castle, his dealings with reference to 
that farm which was to have been sold, his hunting, and 
then his acceptance of that stall, given, as she had been told, 
through the Omnium interest. How could she love him at 
such a moment as this? And then she thought of his wfe. 
Could it be possible that Fanny Robarts, her own friend 
Fanny, would be so untrue to her as to lend any assistance 
to such a marriage as this; as not to use all her power in pre- 
vea^git? She had spoken to Fanny on this very subject — 
not fearing for her son, but with a general idea of the im- 
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propriety of intimacies between such girls as Lucy and such 
men as Lord Lufton, and then Fanny had agreed with her. 
Could it be possible that even she must be regarded as an 
enemy? 

And then by degrees Lady Lufton began to reflect what 
steps she bad better take. In the first place, should she give 
in at once, and consent to the marriage? The only thing 
quite certain to her was this, that life would not be worth 
having if she were forced into a permanent quarrel with 
her son. Such an event would probably kill her. When she 
read of quarrels in other noble families — ^and the accoxints 
of such quarrels wiU sometimes, unfortunately, force them- 
selves upon the attention of unwilling readers — she would 
hug herself, with a spirit that was almost pharisaical, re- 
flecting that her destiny was not hke that of others. Such 
quarrels and hatreds between fathers and daughters, and 
mothers and sons, were in her eyes disreputable to aU the 
persons concerned. She had lived happily with her hus- 
band, comfortably with her neighbours, respectably with 
the world, and, above all things, affectionately with her 
children. She spoke ever3rwhere of Lord Lufton as though 
he were nearly perfect, — ^and in so speaking, she had not be- 
lied her convictions. Under these circumstances, would not 
any marriage be better than a quarrel? 

But, then, again, how much of the pride of her daily Ufe 
would be destroyed by such a match as that! And might it 
not be wit h i n her power to prevent it without any quarrel? 
That her son world be sick of such a chit as Lucy before he 
had been married to her sis months — of that Lady Lufton 
entertained no doubt, and therefore her conscience would 
not be disquieted in disturbing the consummation of an 
arrangement so pernicious. It was evident that the matter 
was not considered as setded even by her son; and also evi- 
dent that he regarded the matter as being in some way de- 
pendent on his mother’s consent. On the whole, might it 
not be better for her — ^better for them all — ^that she should 
think wholly of her duty, and not of the disagreeable re- 



Lady Lufton ^ Surprise 133 

STilts to which that duty might possibly lead? It could not be 
her duty to accede to such an alliance; and therefore she 
would do her best to prevent it. Such, at least, shoiild be 
her attempt in the first instance. 

Having so decided, she next resolved on her course of 
action. Immediately on her arrival at Framley, she would 
send for Lucy Robarts, and use all her eloquence — and per- 
haps also a litde of that stem dignity for which she was so 
remarkable — ^in explaining to that young lady how very 
wicked it was on her part to think of forcing herself into 
such a family as that of the Luftons. Shewould explain to 
Lucy that no happiness could come of it, that people placed 
by misfortune above their sphere are always miserable; and, 
in short, make use of aU those excellent moral lessons which 
are so customary on such occasions. The morality might 
perhaps be thrown away; but Lady Lufton depended much 
on her dignified sternness. And then, having so resolved, 
she prepared for her journey home. 

Very ILtde had been said at Framley Parsonage about 
Lord Lufiton’s offer after the departure of that gentleman; 
very little, at least, in Lucy’s presence. That the parson and 
his wife should talk about it between themselves was a mat- 
ter of course; but very few words were spoken on the mat- 
ter either by or to Lucy. She was left to her own thoughts, 
and possibly to her own hopes. 

And then other matters came up at Framley which turn- 
ed the current of interest into other tracks. In the first place 
there was the visit made by Mr. Sowerby to the Dragon of 
Wandy, and the consequent revelation made by Mark Rob- 
arts to his wife. And while that latter subject was yet new, 
before F anny and Lucy had as yet made up their minds as to 
all the little economies which might be practised in the 
household without serious detriment to the master’s com- 
fort, news reached them that Mrs. Crawley of Hogglestock 
had been stricken with fever. Nothing of the kind could 
well be more dreadful than this. To those who knew the 
family it seemed impossible that their most ordinary wants 
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could be supplied if that courageous head were even for a 
day laid low; and then the poverty of poor Mr. Crawley was 
such that the sad necessities of a sick bed could hardly be 
supplied without assistance. 

“I will go over at once,” said Fanny. 

“My dear!” said her husband, “it is typhus, and you must 
first t hink of the children. I will go.” 

“What on earth could you do, Mark?” said his wife. 
“Men on such occasions are almost worse than useless; and 
then they are so much more liable to infection.” 

“I have no children, nor am I a man,” said Lucy, smiling; 
“for both of which exemptions I am thankful. I will go, and 
when I come back I will keep dear of the bairns.” 

So it was settled, and Lucy started in the pony-carriage, 
carrying with her such things from the parsonage store- 
house as were thought to be suitable to the wants of the sick 
lady at Hogglestock. When she arrived there, she made her 
way into the house, finding the door open, and not being 
able to obtain the assistance of the servant gid in ushering 
her in. In the parlour she found Grace Crawley, the eldest 
child, sitting demurely in her mother’s chair nursing an in- 
fant. She, Grace herself, was still a young child, but not the 
less, on this occasion of well-imderstood sorrow, did she 
go through her task, not only with zeal but almost with 
solemnity. Her brother, a boy of six years old, was with 
her, and he had the care of another baby. There they sat in a 
cluster, quiet, grave, and silent, attending on themselves, 
because it had been willed by fate that no one else should 
attend on them. 

“How is your mamma, dear Grace?” said Lucy, walking 
up to her, and holc^g out her hand. 

“Poor ma mm a is veryiU, indeed,” said Grace. 

“Andpapais veryunhappy,” saidBobby, the boy. 

“I can’t get up because of baby,” said Grace; “but Bobby 
can go and call papa out.” 

“I will knock at the door,” said Lucy; and so saying she 
walked up to the bedroom door, and tapped against it light- 
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ly. She repeated this for the third time before she was sum- 
moned in by a low hoarse voice, and then on entering she 
saw Mr. Crawley standing by the bedside with a book in 
his hand. He looked at her uncomfortably, in a mann er 
which seemed to show that he was annoyed by this intru- 
sion, and Lucy was aware that she had disturbed him while 
at prayers by the bedside of his wife. He came across the 
room, however, and shook hands with her, and answered 
her inquiries in his ordinary grave and solemn voice. 

“Mrs. Crawley is very ill,” he said — “very ill. God has 
stricken us heavily, but His will be done. But you had bet- 
ter not go to her. Miss Robarts. It is typhus.” 

The caution, however, was too late; for Lucy was al- 
ready by the bedside, and had taken the hand of the sick 
woman, which had been extended on the coverlid to greet 
her. “Dear Miss Robarts,” said a weak voice; “this is very 
good of you; but it makes me unhappy to see you here.” 

Lucy lost no time in taking sundry matters into her own 
hands, and ascertaining what was most wanted in that 
wretched household. For it was wretched enough. Their 
only servant, a girl of sixteen, had been taken away by her 
mother as soon as it became known that Mrs. Crawley was 
id with fever. The poor mother, to give her her due, had 
promised to come down morning and evening herself, to 
do such work as might be done in an hour or so; but she 
could not, she said, leave her child to catch the fever. And 
now, at the period of Lucy’s visit, no step had been taken 
to procure anurse, Mr. Crawley having resolved to take up- 
on himself the duties of thatposition. In his absolute ignor- 
ance of aU sanatory measures, he had thrown himself on his 
knees to pray; and if prayers — ^trueprayers — ^might succour 
his poor wife, of such succour she might be confident. Lucy , 
however, thought that other aid also was wanting to her. 

“If you can do anything for us,” said Mrs. Crawley, “let 
it be for the poor children.” 

“I will have them aU moved from this till you are better,” 
said Lucy, boldly. 
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“Moved!” said Mr. Crawley, who even now — even in 
his present strait — ^felt a repugnance to the idea that anyone 
should relieve him of any portion of his burden. 

“Yes,” said Lucy; “I am sure it will be better that you 
should lose them for a week or two, till Mrs. Crawley may 
be able to leave her room.” 

“But where are they to go?” said he, very gloomily. 

As to this Lucy was not as yet able to say anything. In- 
deed when she left Framley Parsonage there had been no 
time for discussion. She would go back and talk it all over 
with Fanny, and find out in what way the children might be 
best put out of danger. Why should they not all be har- 
boured at the parsonage, as soon as assurance could be felt 
that they were not tainted with the poison of the fever? An 
j^glishlady of the right sort will do all things but one for a 
sick neighbour; but for no neighbour will she wittingly ad- 
mit contagious sickness within the precincts of her own 
nursery. 

Lucy unloaded her jellies and her febrifuges, Mr. Craw- 
ley firowning at her bitterly the while. It had come to this 
with h i m, that food had been brought into his house, as an 
act of charity, in his very presence, and in his heart of hearts 
he disliked Lucy Robarts in that she had brought it. He 
could not cause the jars and the pots to be replaced in the 
pony-carriage, as he would have done had the position of 
his wife been different. In her state it would have been bar- 
barous to refuse them, and barbarous also to have created 

fracas of a refusal; but each parcel that was introduced 
w^ an additional weight laid on the sore withers of his 
imde, till the total burden became almost intolerable. All 
this his wife saw and recognized even in her iUness, and did 
^ke some slight ineffectual efforts to give him ease; but 
Lu^ in her new power was ruthless, and the chicken to 
n^e the chicken-broth was taken out of the basket under 
his very nose. 

But Lucy did not remain long. She had made up her mind 
what It behoved her to do herself, and she was soon ready 
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to return to Framley. “I shall be back again, Mr. Cra-wley,” 
she said, “probably this evening, and I shdd sta7 with her 
till she is better.” “Nurses don’t want rooms,” she went 
on to say, when Mr. Crawley muttered something as to 
there being no bed-chamber. “I shall make up some sort 
of a litter near her; you’U see that I shall be very snug.” 
And then she got into the pony-chaise, and drove herself 
home. 


CHAPTER XXXV 
The Story of King Cophetua 

1 UC Y as she drove herself home had much as to which it 
wasnecessary that sheshouldarouseher thoughts. That 
-Jshe would go back and nurse Mrs. Crawley through 
her fever she was resolved. She was free agent enough to 
take so much on herself, and to feel sure that she could car- 
ry it through. But how was she to redeem her promise 
about the children? Twenty plans ran through her mind, as 
to farm-houses in which they might be placed, or cottages 
which might be hired for them; but all these entailed the 
want of money; and at the present moment, were not all the 
inhabitants of the parsonage pledged to a dire economy. 
This use of the pony-carriage would have been illicit under 
any circumstances less pressing than the present, for it had 
been decided that the carriage, and even poor Puck him- 
self, should be sold. She had, however, given her promise 
about the children, and though her own stock of money 
was very low, that promise should be redeemed- 

When she reached the parsonage she was of course full 
of her schemes, but she found that another subject of inter- 
est had come up in her absence, which prevented her from 
obtaining the undivided attention of her sister-in-law to 
her present plans. Lady Lufton had returned that day, and 
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immediately on her return had sent up a note addressed to 
Miss Lucy Robarts, which note was in Fanny’s hands when 
Lucy stepped out of the pony-carriage. The servant who 
brought it had asked for an answer, and a verbal answer 
had been sent, saying that Miss Robarts was away from 
home, and would herself send a reply when she returned. 
It cannot be denied that the colour came to Lucy’s face, and 
that her hand trembled when she took the note from Fanny 
in the drawing-room. Everything in the world to her might 
depend on what that note contained; and yet she did not 
open it at once, but stood with it in her hand, and when 
Fanny pressed her on the subject, stiU endeavoured to bring 
back the conversation to the subject of Mrs. Crawley. 

But yet her min d was intent on the letter, and she had al- 
ready augured iU from the handwriting and even from the 
words of the address. Had Lady Lufton intended to be pro- 
pitious, she would have directed her letter to Miss Robarts, 
without the Christian name; so at least argued Lucy, — 
quite unconsciously, as one does argue in such matters. 
One forms half the conclusions of one’s life without any 
distinct knowledge that the premises have even passed 
through one’s mind. 

They were now alone together, as Mark was out. 

“Won’t you open her letter?” said Mrs. Robarts. 

“Yes, immediately; but, Fanny, I must speak to you about 
Mrs. Crawley first. I must go back there this evening, and 
stay there; I have promised to do so, and shall certainly keep 
my promise. I have promised also that the children shall be 
taken away, and we must arrange about that. It is dreadful, 
the state she is in. There is no one to see to her but Mr. 
Crawley, and the children are altogether left to themselves . ” 

“Do you mean that you are going back to stay?” 

“Yes certainly; I have made a distinct promise that I 
would do so. And about the children; could not you man- 
age for the children, Fanny — ^not perhaps in the house; at 
least not at first, peAaps?” And jet during aU the time that 
she was thus speaking and pleading for the Crawleys, she 
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was endeavouring to imagine what might be the contents 
of that letter which she held between her fingers. 

“Andis she so very ill?” asked Mrs. Robarts. 

“I cannot say how iU she may be, except this, that she 
certainly has typhus fever. They have had some doctor or 
doctor’s assistant from Silverbridge; but it seems to me 
that they are greatly in want of better advice.” 

“But, Lucy, will you not read your letter? It is astonish- 
ing to me that you should be so indifferent about it.” 

Lucy was anything but indifferent, and now did proceed 
to tear the envelope. The note was very short, and ran in 
these words — 

“My dear Miss Robarts, — am particularly anxious to 
see you, and shall feel much obliged to you if you can step 
over to me here, at Framley Court. I must apologize for 
taking this liberty with you, but you will probably feel that 
an interview here would suit us both better than one at the 
parsonage. 

Truly yours, M. Lufton.” 

“There: I am in for it now,” said Lucy, handing the note 
over to Mrs. Robarts. “I shall have to be talked to as never 
poor girl was talked to before: and when one thinks of 
what I have done, it is hard.” 

“Yes; and of what you have not done.” 

“Exactly; and of what I have not done. But I suppose I 
must go,” and she proceeded to re-tie the strings of her 
boimet, which she had loosened. 

“Do you mean that you are going over at once?” 

“Yes; immediately. Why not? it will be better to have it 
over, and then I can go to the Crawleys. But, Fanny, the 
pity of it is that I know it all as well as though it had been 
already spoken; and what good can there be in my having 
to endure it? Can’t you fancy the tone in which she will es- 
plain to me the conventional inconveniences which arose 
when King Cophetua would marry the beggar’s daughter? 
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how she will explain what Griselda went through; — ^not 
the archdeacon’s daughter, but the other Griselda?” 

“But it aU came right with her.” 

“Yes; but then I am not Griselda, and she will explain 
how it would certainly all go wrong with me. But what’s 
the good when I know it aU beforehand? Have I not desired 
King Cophetua to take himself and sceptre elsewhere?” 

And then she started, having first said another word or 
two about the Crawley children, and obtained a promise of 
Puck and the pony-carriage for the afternoon. It was also 
almost agreed that Puck on his return to Framley should 
bring back the four children with him; but on this subject 
it was necessary that Mark should be consulted. The pre- 
sent scheme was to prepare for them a room outside the 
house, once the dairy, at present occupied by the groom 
and his wife; and to bring them into the house as soon as it 
was m ani f est that there was no danger from infection. But 
aU this was to be matter for deliberation. 

Fanny wanted her to send over a note, in reply to Lady 
Lufton’s, as harbinger of her coming; but Lucy marched 
off, hardly answering this proposition. 

“What’s the use of such a deal of ceremony,” she said. “I 
know she’s at home; and if she is not, I shall only lose ten 
ininutes in going.” And so she went, and on reaching the 
door of Framley Court house found that her ladyship was 
at home. Her heart almost came to her mouth as she was 
told so, and then, in two minutes’ time, she found herselJFin 
the little room upstarts. In that little room we found our- 
selves once before,-— you and I, O my reader; — ^butLucy 
had ncvet before visited that hallowed precinct. There was 
something in its air calculated to inspire awe in those who 
first saw Lady Lufton sitting bolt upright in the cane-bot- 
tomed arm-chair, which she always occupied when at work 
at her books and papers; and this she knew when she deter- 
t^ed to receive Lucy in that apartment. But there was 
there another arm-chair, an easy, cozy chair, which stood 
by the fireside; and for those who had caught Lady Lufton 
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napping in that chaic of an afternoon, some of this awe had 
perhaps been dissipated. 

“Miss Robarts,” she said, not rising from her chair, but 
holding out her hand to her visitor, “I am much obliged to 
you for having come over to me here. You, no doubt, are 
aware of the subject on which I wish to speak to you, and 
will agree with me that it is better that we should meet here 
than over at the parsonage.” 

In answer to which Lucy merely bowed her head, and 
took her seat on the chair which had been prepared for her. 

“My son,” continued her ladyship, “has spoken to me on 

the subject of think I understand. Miss Robarts, that 

there has been no engagement between you and him?” 

“None whatever,” said Lucy. “He made me an offer and 
I refused him.” This she said very sharply; — ^more so un- 
doubtedly than the circumstances required; and with a 
brusqueness that was injudicious as weU as uncourteous. But 
at the moment, she was thinking of her own position with 
reference to Lady Lufton — ^not to Lord Lufton; and of her 
feelings with reference to the lady — ^not to the gentleman. 

“Oh,” said Lady Lufton, a little starded by the manner 
of the communication. “Then I am to rmderstand that there 
is nothing now going on between you and my son; — ^that 
the whole affair is over?” 

“That depends entirely upon you.” 

“On me! does it?” 

“I do not know what your son may have told you. Lady 
Lufton. For myself, I do not care to have any secrets from 
you in this matter; and as he has spoken to you about it, I 
suppose that such is his wish also. Am I right in presuming 
that he has spoken to you on the sub j ect?” 

“Yes, he has; and it is for that reason that I have taken the 
liberty of sending for you.” 

“And may I ask what he has told you? I mean, of course 
as regards myself,” said Lucy. 

Lady Lufton, Isefore she answered this question, began 
to reflect that the young lady was taking too much of the 
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initiative in this conversation, and was, in fact, playing the 
game in her own fashion, which was not at aU in accordance 
with those motives which had induced Lady Lufton to send 

for her. • « 

“He has told me that he made you an offer of marnage, 
replied Lady Lufton; “a matter which, of course, is very 
serious to me, as his mother; and I have thought, therefore, 
that I had better see you, and appeal to your own good 
sense and judgment and high feeling. Of course you are 
aware ” 

Now was coming the lecture to be illustrated by King 
Cophetua and Griselda, as Lucy had suggested to Mrs. 
Robarts; but she succeeded in stopping it for awhile. 

“And did Lord Lufton tell you what was my answer?” 

“Not in words. But you yourself now say that you re- 
fused him; and I must express my admiration for your good 

9 > 

“Wait half a moment. Lady Lufton. Your son did make 
me an offer. He made it to me in person, up at the parson- 
age, and I then refused him; — foolishly, as I now believe, 
fori dearly love him. But I did so from a mixture of feelings 
which I need not, perhaps, e^lain; that most prominent, 
no doubt, was a fear of your displeasure. And then he came 
again, not to me, but to my brother, and urged his suit to 
him. Nothing can have been kinder to me, more noble, 
more loving, more generous, than his conduct. At first I 
thought, when he was speaking to myself, that he was led 
on thoughtlessly to say all that he did say. I did not trust his 
love, though I saw that he did trust it himself. But I could 
not but trust it when he came again — ^to my brother, and 
made his proposal to him. I don’t know whether you will 
understand me. Lady Lufton; but a girl placed as I am feels 
ten times more assurance in such a tender of affection as 
that, than in one made to herself, at the spur of the mo- 
ment, perhaps. And then you must remember that I — I my- 
self — loved him from the first. I was foolish enough to 
think that I could know him and not love him. ” 
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“I saw all that going on,” said Lady Lufton, with a cer- 
tain assumption of wisdom about her; “and took steps 
which I hoped would have put a stop to it in time.” 

“Everybody saw it. It was a matter of course,” said Lucy, 
destroying her ladyship’s wisdom at a blow. “Well; I did 
learn to love him, not meaning to do so; and I do love him 
with all my heart. It is no use my striving to think that I do 
not; and I could stand with him at the altar to-morrow and 
give him my hand, feeling that I was doing my duty by 
him, as a woman should do. And now he has told you of his 

love, and I believe in that as I do in my own ” And then 

for a moment she paused. 

“But, my dear Miss Robarts ” began Lady Lufton. 

Lucy, however, had now worked herself up into a con- 
dition of power, and would not allow her ladyship to in- 
terrupt her in her speech. 

“I beg your pardon. Lady Lufton; I shall have done di- 
rectly, and then I will hear you. And so my brother came to 
me, not urging this suit, expressing no wish to such a mar- 
riage, but allowing me to judge for myself, and proposing 
that I should see your son again on the following morning. 
Had I done so, I could not but have accepted him. Think of 
it. Lady Lufton. How could I have done other than accept 
him, seeing that in my heart I had accepted his love ^- 
ready?” 

“WelP” said Lady Lufton, not wishing now to put in 
any speech of her own. 

“I did not see him — ^I refused to do so — ^because I was a 
coward. I could not endure to come into this house as your 
son’s wife, and be coldly looked on by your son’s mother. 
Much as I loved him, much as I do love h i m, dearly as I 
prize the generous offer which he came downheteto repeat 
to me, I could not live with him to be made the object of 
your scorn. I sent him word, therefore, that I would have 
him when you would ask me, and not before.” 

And, then, having thus pleaded her cause — and pleaded 
as she believed the cause of her lover also — she ceased 
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from speaking, and prepared herself to listen to the story 

of King Cophetua. 

But Lady Lufton felt considerable difficulty in commen- 
cing her speech. In the first place she -was by no means a 
hard-hearted or a selfish woman; and were it not that her 
own son was concerned, and aU the glory which was re- 
flected upon her from her son, her sympathies would have 
been given to Lucy Robarts. As it was, she did sympathize 
with her, and admire her, and to a certain extent like her. 
She began also to understand what it was that had brought 
her son’s love, and to feel that but for certain unfortunate 
concomitant circumstances the girl before her might have 
made a fitting Lady Lufton. Lucy had grown bigger in her 
eyes while sitting there and talking, and had lost much of 
that missish want of importance — ^that lack of social weight 
— ^which Lady Lufton in her own opinion had always im- 
puted to her. A girl that could thus speak up and es^lain 
her own position now, would be able to speak up and ex- 
plain her own, and perhaps some other positions at any 
future time. 

But not for aU or any of these reasons did Lady Lufton 
think of givmg way. The power of making or marring tbis 
marriage was placed in her hands, as was very fitting, and 
that power it behoved her to use, as best she might use it, to 
her son’s advantage. Much as she might admire Lucy, she 
could not sacrifice her son to that admiration. The unfor- 
tunate concomitant circumstances still remained, and were 
of sufficient force, as she thought, to make such a marriage 
inexpedient. Lucy was the sister of a gentleman, who by his 
pecuLtar position as parish clergyman of Framley was un- 
fitted to be the brother-in-law of the owner of Framley. 
Nobody lied clergymen better than Lady Lufton, or was 
more willing to live with them on terms of affectionate inti- 
macy , but she could not get over the feeling that the clergy- 
man of her own parish, — or of her son’s — was a part of her 
own establishment, of her own appanage, — or of his, — 
and that it could not be well that Lord Lufton should marry 
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among his own — dependants. Lady Lufton would not have 
used the word, but she did think it. And then, too, Lucy’s 
education had been so deficient. She had had no one about 
her in ^y life accmstomed to the ways of, — of what shall I 
say, without making Lady Liifton appear more worldly 
than she was? Lucy’s wants in this respect, not to be defined 
in words, had been exemplified by the very way in which 
she had just now stated her case. She had shown talent, 
good temper, and sound judgment; but there had been no 
quiet, no repose about her. The species of power in young 
ladies which Lady Lufton most admired was the vis inertia 
belonging to beautiful and dignified reticence; of this poor 
Lucy had none. Then, too, she had no fortune, which, 
though a minor evil, was an evil; and she had no birth, in 
the high-life sense of the word, which was a greater evil. 
And then, though her eyes had sparkled when she confes- 
sed her love. Lady Lufton was not prepared to admit that 
she was possessed of positive beauty. Such were the Txnfor- 
tvinate concomitant circumstances which still induced Lady 
Lufton to resolve that the match must be marred. 

But the performance of her part in this play was much 
more difficult than she had imagined, and she found her- 
self obliged to sit silent for a minute or two, during 
which, however. Miss Robarts made no attempt at further 
speech. 

“I am greatly struck,” Lady Lufton said at last, “by the 
excellent sense you have displayed in the whole of this 
affair; and you must allow me to say. Miss Robarts, that I 
now regard you with very different feelings from those 
which I entertained when I left London.” Upon this Lucy 
bowed her head, slightly but stiffly; acknowledging rather 
the former censure implied than the present eulogium ex- 
pressed. 

“But my feelings,” continued Lady Lufton, “my strong- 
est feelings in this matter, must be those of a mother. What 
might be my conduct if such a marriage did take place, I 
need not now consider. But I must confess that I shoiild 
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thifil- such a marriage very — ^very ill-judged. A better 
hearted young man than Lord Lufton does not exist, nor 
one with better principles, or a deeper regard forhis word; 
but he is exactly the man to be mistaken in any hurried out- 
look as to his future life. Were you and he to become man 
and wife, such a marriage would tend to the happiness nei- 
ther of him nor of you.” 

It was clear that the whole lecture was now coming; and 
as Lucy had openly declared her own weakness, and tmown 
all the power of decision into the hands of Lady Lufton, 
she did not see why she should endure this. 

“We need not argue about that. Lady Lufton,” she said. 
“I have told you me only circumstances under which I 
would marry your son; and you, at any rate, are safe.” 

“No; I was not wishing to argue,” answered Lady Luf- 
ton, almost humbly; “but I was desirous of excusing myself 
to you, so that you should not think me cruel in withhold- 
ing my consent. I wished to make you believethatl was do- 
ing the best for my son.” 

“I am sure that you think you are, and therefore no ex- 
cuse is necessary.” 

“No, exactly; of course it is a matter of opinion, and I do 
think so. I cannot believe that this marriage would make 
either of you happy, and therefore I should be very wrong 
to express my consent.” 

“Then, Lady Lufton,” said Lucy, rising from her chair, 
“I suppose we have boA now said what is necessary, and I 
will therefore wish you good-bye.” 

“Good-bye, Miss Robarts. I wish I could make you un- 
derstand how very highly I regard your conduct in this 
matter. It has been above aU praise, and so I shall nothesi- 
tate to say when speaking of it to your relatives.” This was 
disagreeable enough to Lucy, who cared but little for any 
pr^se which Lady Lufton might express to her relatives in 
this matter. “And pray,” continued Lady Lufton, “give my 
best love to Mrs. Robarts, and tell her that I shall hope to see 
her over here very soon, and Mr. Robarts also. I would 
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name a day for you all to dine, but perhaps it will be bet- 
ter that I should havealittle talk withFannyfirst.” 

Lucy muttered something, which was intended to signi- 
fy that any such dinner-party had better not be made up 
with the intention of including her, and then took her 
leave. She had decidedly had the best of the interview, and 
there was a consciousness of this in her heart as she allowed 
Lady Lufton to shake hands with her. She had stopped her 
antagonist short on each occasion on which an attempt had 
been made to produce the homily which had been prepared, 
and during the interview had spoken probably three words 
for every one which her ladyship had been able to utter. 
But, nevertheless, there was a bitter feeling of disappoint- 
ment about her heart as she walked back home; and a feel- 
ing, also, that she herself had caused her own unhappiness. 
Why should she have been so romantic and chivalrous and 
self-sacrificing, seeing that her romance and chivalry had 
all been to his detriment as well as to hers, — seeing that she 
sacrificed him as well as herself? Why should she have been 
so anxious to play into Lady Lufiton’s hands? It was not 
because she thought it right, as a general social rule, that a 
lady should refuse a gentleman’s hand, imless the gentle- 
man’s mother were a consenting party to the marriage. She 
would have held any such doctrine as absurd. The lady, she 
would have said, would have had to look to her own family 
and no further. It was not virtue but cowardice which had 
influenced her, and she had none of that solace which may 
come to us in misfortune from a consciousness that our 
own conduct has been blameless. Lady Lufton had inspired 
her with awe, and any such feeling on her part was mean, 
ignoble, and unbecoming the spirit with which she wished 
to think that she was endowed. That was the accusation 
which she brought against herself, and it forbade her to 
feel any triumph as to the result of her interview. 

When she reached the parsonage, Mark was there, and 
they were of course esspecting her. 

“WeU,” said she, in her short, hurried manner, “is Puck 
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ready againPIhaveno time to lose, andimustgo andpackup 

a few things. Have you settled about the children, Fanny?” 

“Yes; I ■wiU tell you direcdy; but you have seen Lady 
Lufton?” 

“Seen her! Oh, yes, of course I have seen her. Did she not 
send for me? and in that case it was not on the cards that I 
should disobey her.” 

“And what did she say?” 

“How green you are, Mark; and not only green, but im- 
polite also, to make me repeat Ae story of my own ^sgrace. 
Of course she told me that she did not intend that I should 
marry my lord, her son; and of course I said that under 
those circumstances I should not think of doing such a 
thing.” 

“Lucy, Icannotunderstand you,” saidFanny, very grave- 
ly. “I am sometimes inclined to doubt whether you have 
any deep feeling in the matter or not. If you have, how can 
you bring yourself to joke about it?” 

“Well, it is singular; and sometimes I doubt myself whe- 
ther I have. I ought to be pale, ought I not? and very thin^ 
and to go mad by degrees? I have not the least intention of 
doing anything of the kind, and, therefore, the matter is 
not worth any further notice.” 

“But was she civil to you, Lucy?” asked Mark; “civil in 
her manner, you know?” 

“Oh, uncommonly so. You will hardly believe it, but 
she actually asked me to dine. She always does, you know, 
when she wants to show her good humour. If you’d bro- 
ken your leg, and she wished to commiserate you, she’d 
ask you to dinner.” 

“I suppose she meant to be kind,” said F anny , who was 
not disposed to give up her old fdend, though she was 
quite ready to fight Lucy’s batde, if there were any occasion 
for a battle to be fought. 

“Lucy is so perverse,” said Mark, “that it is impossible 
to learn from her what really has taken place.” 

“Upon my word, then, you know it all as well as I can 
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tell you. She asked me if Lord Lufiton had made me an 
offer. I said, yes. She asked nest, if I meant to accept it. Not 
without her approval, I said. And then she asked us all to 
dinner. That is exactly what took place, and I cannot see 
that I have been perverse at all.” After that she threw her- 
self into a chair, and Mark and Fanny stood looking at each 
other. 

“Mark,” she said, after a while, “don’t be unldnd to me. 
I make as little of it as I can, for all our sakes. It is better so, 
Fanny, than that I should go about moaning, like a sick 
cow;” and then they looked at her, and saw that the tears 
were already brimming over from her eyes. 

“Dearest, dearest Lucy,” said Fanny, immediately going 
down on her knees before her, “I won’t be unkind to you 
again.” And then they had a great cry together. 


CHAPTER XXXVI 
Kidnappingat Hogglestock 

T he great cry, however, did not take long, and Lucy 
was soon in the pony-carriage again. On this occasion 
her brother voltmteered to drive her, and it was now 
understood that he was to bring back with him all the 
Crawley children. The whole thing had been arranged; the 
groom and his wife were to be taken into the house, and the 
big bedroom across the yard, usually occupied by them, 
was to be converted into a quarantine hospital until such 
time as it might be safe to pull down the yellow flag. They 
were about half way on their road to Hogglestock when 
they were overtaken by a man on horseback, whom, when 
he came up beside them, Mr. Robarts recognized as Dr. 
Arabia, Dean of Barchester, and head of the chapter to 
which he him self belonged. It immediately appeared that 
the dean also was going to Hogglestock, having heard of 
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the misfortime that had befallen his friends there; he had, he 
said, started as soon as the news reached him, in order that 
he might ascertain how best he might render assistance. To 
effect this he had undertaken a ride of nearly forty nules, 
and explained that he did not expect to reach home again 
much before m idnight. 

“You pass by Framley?” said Robarts. 

“Yes, I do,” said the dean. 

“Then of course you wiU. dine with us as you go home; 
you and your horse also, which wiU be quite as important.” 
This having been duly settled, and the proper ceremony of 
introduction having taken place between the dean and 
Lucy, they proceeded to discuss the character of Mr. Craw- 
ley. 

“I have known him all my life,” said the dean, “having 
been at school and college with him, and for years since that 
I was on terms of the closest intimacy with him; but in spite 
of that, I do not know how to help him in his need. A 
prouder-hearted man I never met, or one less willing to 
share his sorrows with his friends.” 

“I have often heard him speak of you,” said Mark. 

“One of the bitterest feelings I have is that a man so dear 
to me should live so near to me, and that I should see so 
little of him. But what can I do? He will not come to my 
house; and when I go to his he is angry with me because I 
wear a shovel hat and ride on horseback.” 

“I should leave my hat and my horse at the borders of the 
last parish,” said Lucy, timidly. 

“Well; yes, certainly; one ought not to give offence even 
in such matters as that; but my coat and waistcoat would 
then be equally objectionable. I have changed, — in out- 
ward matters I mean, — and he has not. That irritates him, 
and unless I could be what I was in the old days, he will not 
look at me with the same eyes;” and then he rode on, in 
order, as he said, that the first pang of the interview might 
be over before Robarts and his sister came upon the scene. 

Mr. Crawley was standing before his door, leaning over 
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the little wooden railing, when the dean trotted up on his 
horse. He had come out after hours of close watching to 
get a few mouthfuls of the sweet summer air, and as he 
stood there he held the youngest of his children in his arms. 
The poor little baby sat there, quiet indeed, but hardly 
happy. This father, though he loved his offspring with an 
affection as intense as that which human nature can supply, 
was not gifted with the knack of making children fond of 
him; for it is hardly more than a knack, that aptitude which 
some men have of gaining the good graces of the young. 
Such men are not always the best fathers or the safest guard- 
ians; but they carry about with them a certain due ad me 
which children recognise, and which in three minutes up- 
sets all the barriers between five and five-and-forty. But 
Mr. Crawley was a stem man, thinking ever of the souls 
and minds ofhis bairns — as afather should do; and thinking 
also that every season was fitted for operating on these souls 
and minds — as, perhaps, he should not have done either as 
a father or as a teacher. And consequently his children 
avoided him when the choice was given them, thereby add- 
ing fresh wounds to his tom heart, but by no means quench- 
ing any of the great love with which he regarded them. 

He was standing there thus with a placid little baby in his 
arms — a baby placid enough, but one that would not kiss 
him eagerly, and stroke his face with her soft Httle hands, 
as he would have had her do — ^when he saw the dean com- 
ing towards him. He was sharp-sighted as a lynx out in the 
open air, though now obliged to pore over his well-finger- 
ed books with spectacles on his nose; and thus he knew his 
friend from a long distance, and had time to meditate the 
mode of his greeting. He too doubtless had come, if not 
with jeUy and chicken, then with money and advice; — 
with money and advice such as a thriving dean might offer 
to a poor brother clergyman; and Mr. Crawley, though no 
husband could possibly be more anxious for a wife’s safety 
than he was, immediately put his back up and began to be- 
think himself how these tenders might be rejected. 
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“Ho'w’’ is she?” were the first words which the dean spoke 
as he pulled up his horse close to the little gate, and put out 
his hand to take that of his friend. 

“How are you, Arabin?” said he. “It is very kind of you 
to come so far, seeiug how much there is to keep you at 
Barchester. I canuot say that she is any better, but I do not 
know that she is worse. Sometimes I fancy that she is deli- 
rious, though I hardly know. At any rate her mind wanders, 
and then after that she sleeps. ” 

“But is the fever less?” 

“Sometimes less and sometimes more, I imagine.” 

“And the children?” 

“Poor things; they are well as yet.” 

“They must be taken from this, Crawley, as a matter of 
course.” 

Mr. Crawley fancied that there was a tone of authority in 
the dean’s advice, and immediately put himself into oppo- 
sition. 

“I do not know how that may be; I have not yet made up 
my mind.” 

“But, my dear Crawley ” 

“Providence does not admit of such removals in all 
cases,” said he. “Among the poorer classes the children 
must endure such perils.” 

“In many cases it is so,” said the dean, by no means in- 
clined to make an argument of it at the present moment; 
“but in this case they need not. You must allow me to make 
arrangements for sending for them, as of course your time 
is occupied here.” 

Miss Robarts, though she had mentioned her intention 
of staying with Mrs. Crawley, had said nothing of the Fram- 
ley plan with reference to the children. 

“What you mean is that you intend to take the burden off 
my shoulders — ^in fact, to pay for them. I cannot allow that, 
Arabia. They must take the lot of their father and their 
mother, as it is proper that they should do.” 

Again the dean had no inclination for arguing, and 
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thought it might be well to let the question of the children 
drop for a little while, 

“And is there no nurse with her?” said he. 

“No, no; I am seeing to her myself at the present mo- 
ment. A woman will be here just now.” 

“What woman?” 

“Well; her name is Mrs. Stubbs; she lives in the parish. 

She will put the younger children to bed, and — and 

but it’s no use troubling you with all that. There was a 
young lady talked of coming, but no doubt she has found 
it too inconvenient. It will be better as it is.” 

“You mean Miss Robarts; she will be here directly; I 
passed her as I came here;” and as Dr. Arabin was yet 
speaking, the noise of the carriage wheels was heard upon 
the road. 

“I will go in now,” said Mr. Crawley, “and see if she still 
sleeps;” and then he entered the house, leaving the dean at 
the door still seated upon his horse. “He will be afraid of 
the infection, and I will not ask him to come in,” said Mr. 
Crawley to himself. 

“I shall seem to be prying into his poverty, if I enter un- 
asked,” said the dean to himself. And so he remained there 
till Puck, now acquainted with the locality, stopped at the 
door. 

“Have you not been in?” said Robarts. 

“No; Crawley has been at the door talking to me; he will 
be here directly, I suppose;” and then Mark Robarts also 
prepared himself to wait till the master of the house should 
reappear. 

But Lucy had no such punctilious misgivings; she did 
not much care now whether she offended Mr. Crawley or 
no. Her idea was to place herself by the sick woman’s bed- 
side, and to send the four children away; — ^with theit fath- 
er’s consent if it might be; but certainly wtithout it if that 
consent were withheld. So she got down from the carriage, 
and taking certain packages in her hand made her way di- 
rect into the house. 
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"There’s a big bundle under the seat, Mark,” she said; 
‘Til come and fetch it directly, if you’ll drag it out.” 

For some five minutes the two dignitaries of the Church 
remained at the door, one on his cob and the other in his 
low carriage, saying a few words to each other and waiting 
till some one should again appear from the house. “It is all 
arranged, indeed it is,” were the first words which reached 
their ears, and these came from Lucy. "There will be no 
trouble at all, and no expense, and they shall all come back 
as soon as Mrs. Crawley is able to get out of bed.” 

“But, Miss Robarts, I can assure ” That was Mr. 

Crawley’s voice, heard from him as he followed Miss Rob- 
arts to the door; but one of the elder children had then 
called him into the sick room, and Lucy was left to do her 
worst. 

“Are you going to take the children back with you?” said 
the dean. 

“Y es; Mrs. Robarts has prepared for them.” 

“You can take greater liberties with my friend here than 
lean.” 

“It is aU my sister’s doing,” said Robarts. “"Women are 
always bolder in such matters than men.” And then Lucy 
reappeared, bringing Bobby with her, and one of the young- 
er children. 

“Do not mind what he says,” said she, “but drive away 
when you have got them all. TeU Fanny I have put into the 
basket what things I could find, but they are very few. She 
must borrow things for Grace from Mrs. Granger’s little 
girl” — (Mrs. Granger was the wife of a Framley farmer); — 
“and, Mark, turn Puck’s head round, so that you may be off 
in a moment. I’ll have Grace and the other one here direct- 
ly.” And then, leaving her brother to pack Bobby and his 
little sister on the back part of the vehicle, she returned to 
her business in the house. She had just looked in at Mrs. 
Crawley’s bed, and finding her awake, had smiled on her, 
and deposited her bundle in token of her intended stay, and 
then, without speaking a word, had gone on her errand 
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about the children. She had called to Grace to show her 
where she might find such things as were to be taken to 
Framley, and having e^lained to the bairns, as well as she 
might, the destiny which immediately awaited them, pre- 
pared them for their departure without saying a word to 
Mr. Crawley on the subject. Bobby and the elder of the two 
infants were stowed away safely in the back part of the car- 
riage, where they allowed themselves to be placed without 
saying a word. They opened thek eyes and stared at the 
dean, who sat by on his horse, and assented to such orders 
as Mr. Robarts gave them, — no doubt with much surprise, 
but nevertheless in absolute silence. 

“Now, Grace, be quick, there’s a dear,” said Lucy, re- 
turning with the infant in her arms. “And, Grace, mind you 
are very careful about baby; and bring the basket; I’ll give 
it you when you are in.” Grace and the other child were 
then packed on to the other seat, and a basket with chil- 
dren’s clothes put in on the top of them. “That’U do, Mark; 
good-bye; tell Fanny to be sure and send the day after to- 
morrow, and not to forget ” and then she whispered 

into her brother’s ear an injimction about certain dairycom- 
forts which might not be spoken of in the hearing of Mr. 
Crawley. "Good-bye, dears; mind you are good children: 
you shall hear about mamma the day after to-morrow,” 
said Lucy; and Puck, admonished by a sound from his mas- 
ter’s voice, began to move just as Mr. Crawley reappeared 
at the house door. 

“Oh, oh, stop!” he said. “Miss Robarts, you really had 
better not ” 

“Go on, Mark,” saidLucy, in a whisper, which, whether 
audible or not by Mr. Crawley, was heard very plainly by 
the dean. And Mark, who had slightly arrested Puck by the 
reins on the appearance of Mr. Crawley, now touched the 
impatient little beast with his whip; and the vehicle with its 
freight darted off rapidly. Puck shaking his head and going 
away with a tremendously quick short trot which soon 
separated Mr. Crawley from has family. 
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“Miss Robarts,” he began, “this step has been taken al- 
together without ” 

“Yes,” said she, interrupting him. “My brother was ob- 
liged to return at once. The children, you know, will re- 
main aU together at the parsonage; and that, I think, is what 
Mrs. Crawley will best like. In a day or two they will be 
under Mrs. Robarts’s own charge.” 

“But, my dear Miss Robarts, I had no intention whatever 
of putting the burden of my family on the shoulders of an- 
other person. They must return to their own home im- 
mediately — that is, as soon as they can be brought back. ” 

“I really think Miss Robarts has managed very well,” 
said the dean. “Mrs. Crawley must be so much more com- 
fortable to think that they are out of danger.” 

“And they will be quite comfortable at the parsonage,” 
said Lucy. 

“I do not at all doubt that,” said Mr. Crawley; “but too 
much of such comforts will unfit them for their home; and 
— and I could have wished that I had been consulted more 
at leisure before the proceeding had been taken.” 

“It was arranged, Mr. Crawley, when I was here before, 
that the children had better go away,” pleaded Lucy. 

“I do not remember agreeing to such a measure. Miss 

Robarts; however 1 suppose they cannot be had back 

to-night?” 

“No, not to-night,” said Lucy. “And now I will go in to 
your wife. ” And then she returned to the house, leaving the 
two gentlemen at the door. At this moment a labourer’s 
boy came sauntering by, and the dean, obtaining posses- 
sion of his services for the custody of his horse, was able to 
dismotmt and put himself on a more equal footing for con- 
versation with his friend. 

“Crawley,” said he, putting his hand affectionately on his 
friend’s shoulder, as they both stood leaning on the little 
ran before the door; “that is a good girl — a very good girl.” 

“Yes,” said he slowly; “she means well.” 

“Nay, but she does well; she does excellently. What can 



Kidnapping a/ Hogglestock 157 
be better than her conduct now? While I was meditating 
how I might possibly assist your wife in this strait ” 

“I want no assistance; none, at least, from man,” said 
Crawley, bitterly. 

“Oh, my friend, think of what you are saying! Think of 
the wickedness which must accompany such a state of mind! 
Have you ever known any man able to walk alone, without 
assistance from his brother men?” 

Mr. Crawley did not make any immediate answer, but 
putting his a r ms behind his back and closing his hands, as 
was his wont when he walked alone thinking of the general 
bitterness of his lot in life, began to move slowly along the 
road in front of his house. He did not invite the other to 
walk with hitrij but neither was there anything in his man- 
ner which seemed to indicate that he had intended to be 
left to himself. It was a beautiful summer afternoon, at that 
delicious period of the year when su mm er has just burst 
forth from the growth of spring; when the summer is yet 
but three days old, and all the various shades of green which 
nature can put forth are still in their unsoiled purity of 
freshness. The apple blossoms were on the trees, and the 
hedges were sweet with May. The cuckoo at five o’clock 
was still sounding his soft summer call withunabated ener- 
gy, and even the common grasses of the hedgerows were 
sweet with the fragrance of their new gro'wth. The foliage 
of the oaks was complete, so that every bough and twig 
was clothed; but the leaves did not yet hang heavy in masses, 
and the bend of every bough and the tapering curve of 
every twig were visible through their light green covering. 
There is no time of the year equal in beauty to the first week 
in summer; and no colour which nature gives, not even the 
gorgeous hues of autumn, which can equal the verdure pro- 
duced by the first warm sxms of May. 

Hogglestock, as has been explained, has little to offer in 
the way of landskip beauty, and the clergyman’s house at 
Hogglestock was not placed on a green slopy bank of land, 
retired from the road, with its windows opening on to a 
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lawn, surrounded by shrubs, with a view of the small church 
tower seen through them; it had none of that beauty which 
is so common to the cozy houses of our spiritual pastors in 
the agricultural parts of England. Hoggletsock Farsonage 
stood bleak beside the road, with no pretty paling lined in- 
side by hollies and laburnum, Portugal laurels and rose- 
trees. But, nevertheless, even Hogglestock was pretty now. 
There were apple-trees there covered with blossom, and 
the hedgerows were in full flower. There were thrushes 
singing, and here and there an oak-tree stood in the road- 
side, perfect in its solitary beauty. 

“Let us walk on a little,” said the dean. “Miss Robarts is 
with her now, and you will be better for leaving the room 
for a few minutes.*’ 

“No,” said he; “I must go back; I cannot leave that 
young lady to do my work.” 

“Stop, Crawley!” And the dean, putting his hand upon 
him, stayedhdmintheroad. “Sheis doing her own work, and 
ifyouwere speakingofher withreferenceto any other house- 
hold than your own, you would say so. Is it not a comfort 
to you to Imo w that your wife has a woman near her at such 
a time as this; and a woman, too, who can speak to her as 
one lady does to another?” 

“These are comforts which we have no right to expect. I 
could not have done much for poor Mary; but what a man 
could have done should not have been wanting.” 

“I am sure of it; I know it well. What any man could do 
by himself you would do — excepting one thing.” And the 
dean as he spoke looked full into the other’s face. 

“And what is there I woidd not do?” said Crawley. 

“Sacrifice your own pride.” 

“My pride?” 

"Yes; your own pride.” 

“I have had but little pride this many a day. Arabin, you 
do not know what my life has been. How is a man to be 

proud who ” And then he stoppedhimself, not wishing 

to go through the catalogue of those grievances, which, as 
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he thought, had killed the very germs of pride within him, 
or to insist by spoken words on his poverty, his wants, and 
the injustice of his position. “No; I wish I could be proud; 
but the world has been too heavy to me, and I have forgot- 
ten aH that.” 

“How long have I known you, Crawley?” 

“How long? Ah dear! a lifetime nearly, now.” 

“And we were like brothers once.” 

“Yes; we were equal as brothers then — ^in our fortunes, 
our tastes, and our modes of life.” 

“And yet you would begrudge me the pleasure of put- 
ting my hand in my pocket, and relieving the inconveni- 
ences which have been thrown on you, and those you love 
better than yourself, by the chances of your fate iu hfe.” 

“I will live on no man’s charity,” said Crawley, with an 
abruptness which amounted almost to an expression of an- 
ger. 

“And is not that pride?” 

«]Sfo — ^yes; — ^it is a species of pride, but not that pride of 
which you spoke. A man cannot be honest if he have not 
some pride. You yourself; — ^would you not rather starve 
than become a beggar?” 

“Iwouldratherbegthanseemywifestarve, saidArabin. 

Crawley when he heard these words turned sharply 
round, and stood with his back to the dean, with his hands 
still behind him, and with his eyes fixed upon the groirndf 

“But in this case there is no question of begging,” con- 
tinued the dean. “I, out of those superfluities which it has 
pleased God to put at my disposal, am anxious to assist the 
needs of those whom I love.” 

“She is not starving,” said Crawley, in a voice very bit- 
ter, but stiU intended to be exculpatoty of himself. 

“No, my dear friend; I know she is not, and do not you 
be angry with me because I have endeavoured to put the 
matter to you in the strongest language I could use.” 

“You look at it, Arabin, from one side only; I can only 
look at it from the other. It is very sweet to give; I do 
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not doubt that. But the taking of what is given is vety 
bitten Gift bread chokes in a man’s throat and poisons his 
blood, and sits like lead upon the heart. You have never 
triedit.” 

“But that is the very fault for which I blame you. That is 
the pride which I say yououghtto sacrifice.” 

“And why should I be called on to do so? Is not the 
labourer worthy of his hire? Am I not able to work, and 
willing? Have I not always had my shoulder to the collar, 
and is it right that I should now be contented with the 
scraps from a rich man’s kitchen? Ajtabin, you and I were 
equal once and we were then friends, understanding each 
oner’s thoughts and S3rmpathiang with each other’s sor- 
rows. But it cannot be so now.” 

“]f there be such inability, it is all with you.” 

“It is aU with me, — ^because, in our connection the pain 
would aU be on my side. It would not hurt you to see me at 
your table with worn shoes and a ragged shirt. I do not 
t h i nk so meanly of you as that. You would give me your 
feast to eat though I were not clad a tithe as well as the 
menial behind your chair. But it would hurt me to know 
that there were those looking at me who thought me unfit 
to sit in your rooms.” 

“That is the pride of which I speak; — false pride.” 

“CaU it so if you will; but, Arabia, no preaching of yours 
can alter it. It is all that is left to me of my manliness. That 
poor broken reed who is lying there sick,— who has sacri- 
ficed all the world to her love for me, — ^who is the mother 
of my children, and the partner of my sorrows and the wife 
of my bosom, — even she cannot change me in this, though 
she pleads with the eloquence of aU her wants. Not even for 
her cani holdoutmy handfor a dole.” 

They had now come back to the door of the house, and 
Mr. Crawley, hardly conscious of what he was doing, was 
preparing to enter. 

“Will Mrs. Crawley be able to see me if I come in?” said 
the dean. 



Kidnapping a/ H ogglestock i6i 

“Oh, stop; no; you had better not do so,” said Mr. Craw- 
ley. “You, no doubt, might be subject to infection, and 
then Mrs. Arabin woiild be frightened.” 

“I do not care about it in the least,” said the dean. 

“But it is of no use; you had better not. Her room, I fear, 
is quite unfitforyou to see; and the whole house, you know, 
may be infected.” 

Dr. Arabin by this time was in the sitting-room; but see- 
ing that his friend was really anxious that he should not go 
farther, he did not persist. 

“It will be a cornfort to us, at any rate, to know that Miss 
Robarts is with her.” 

“The young lady is very good — ^very good indeed,” said 
Crawley; “but I trust she will return to her home to-mor- 
row. It is impossible that she should remain in so poor a 
house as mine. There will be nothing here of all the things 
that she wiU. want,” 

The dean thought that Lucy Robarts’s wants during her 
present occupation of nursing would not be so numerous 
as to make her continued sojourn in Mrs. Crawley’s sick 
room impossible, and therefore took his leave with a satis- 
fied conviction that the poor lady would not be left wholly 
to the somewhat unskilful nursing of her husband. 


m 
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CHAPTER XXXVII 
Mr. Sowerby without Company 

AND now thete were going to be wondrous doings in 
/\ West Barsetsbire, and men’s minds were much dis- 
Jl Vturbed. The fiat had gone forth from the high places, 
and the Queen had dissolved her faithful Commons. The 
giants, finding that they could eflFect little or nothing with 
the old House, had resolved to try what a new venture 
would do for them, and the hubbub of a general election 
was to pervade the country. This produced no inconsider- 
able irritation and annoyance, for the House was not as yet 
quite three years old; and members of parliament, though 
Aey naturally feel a constitutional pleasure in meeting their 
friends and in pressing the hands of their constituents, are, 
nevertheless, so far akin to the lower order of humanity 
that they appreciate the danger of losing their seats; and the 
certainty of a considerable outlay in their endeavours to re- 
tain them is not agreeable to the legislative mind. 

Never did the old family fury between the gods and 
giants rage higher than at the present moment. Tme giants 
declared that every turn which they attempted to take in. 
their country’s service had been thwarted by faction, in 
spite of those beni^ promises of assistance made to them 
only a few weeks since by their opponents; and the gods 
answered by asserting that they were driven to this oppo- 
sition by the Boeotian fatuity of the giants. They had no 
doubt promised theit aid, and were ready to give it to 
measures that were decendy prudent; but not to a bill en- 
abling government at its will to pension aged bishops! No; 
there must be some limit to their tolerance, and when such 
attempts as these were made that limit had been clearly 
passed. 

All this had taken place openly only a day or two after 
that casual whisper dropped by Tom Towers at Miss Dun- 
stable’s party — ^by Tom Towers, that most pleasant of all 
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pleasant fellows. And how shoidd he have known it, — ^he 
who flutters from one sweetest flower of the garden to an- 
other, 

“ AJdingsugar to the pink, and honey to the rose. 

So lovedjor what he gives, huttakingnothingas he goes?” 

But the whisper had grown into a rumour, and the rumour 
into a fact, and the political world was in a ferment. The 
giants, furious about their bishops’ pension biU, threatened 
the House — ^most injudiciously; and then it was beautiful 
to see how indignant members got up, glowing with hon- 
esty, and declared that it was base to conceive that any 
gentleman in that House could be actuated in his vote by 
any hopes or fears with reference to his seat. And so mat- 
ters grew from bad to worse, and these contending parties 
never hit at each other with such envenomed wrath as they 
did now; — Shaving entered the ring together so lately with 
such manifold promises of good-wiU, respect, and forbear- 
ance! 

But going from the general to the particular, we may say 
that nowhere was a deeper consternation spread than in the 
electoral division of West Barsetshire. No sooner had the 
tidings of the dissolution reached the county than it was 
known that the duke intended to change his nominee. Mr. 
Sowerby had now sat for the division since the Reform 
Bill! He had become one of the county institutions, and by 
the dint of custom and long establishment had been borne 
with and even liked by the county gentlemen, in spite of his 
weU-known pecuniary irregularities. Now all this was to be 
changed. No reason had as yet been publicly given, but it 
was understood that Lord DumbeUo was to be returned, 
although he did not own an acre of land in the county. It is 
true that rumour went on to say that Lord DumbeUo was 
about to form close connections with Barsetshire. He was 
on the eve of marrying a young lady, from the other divi- 
sion indeed, and was now engaged, so it was said, in com- 
pleting arrangements with the government for the pur- 
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chase of that noble ctown property usually known as the 
Chace of Chaldicotes. It was also stated — ^this statement, 
however, had hitherto been only annoimced in confiden- 
tial whispers — ^that Chaldicotes House itself would soon 
become the residence of the marquis. The duke was claim- 
ing it as his own — ^would very shortly have completed his 
rkims and taken possession; — ^and then, by some arrange- 
ment between them, it was to be made over to Lord Dum- 
bello. 

But very contrary rumours to these got abroad also. 
Men said — such as dared to oppose the duke, and some 
few also who did not dare to oppose him when the day of 
battle came — ^that it was beyond his grace’s power to turn 
Lord Dumbello into a Barsetshire magnate. The crown 
property — such men said — ^was to fall into the hands of 
young 1^. Gresham, of Bosall Hid, in the other division, 
and that the terms of purchase had been already settled. 
And as to Mr. Sowerby’s property and the house of Chaldi- 
cotes — ^these opponents of the Omnium interest went on to 
explain — ^it was by no means as yet so certain that the duke 
would be able to enter it and take possession. The place 
was not to be given up to him quietly. A great fight would 
be made, and it was beginning to be believed that the enor- 
mous mortgages would be paid off by a lady of imm ense 
wealth. And then a dash of romance was not wanting to 
make these stories palatable. This lady of immense wealth 
had been courted by Mr. Sowerby, had acknowledged her 
love, — ^but had refused to marry him on account of his 
character. In testimony of her love, however, she was about 
to pay all his debts. 

It was soon put beyond a rumour, and became manifest 
enough, that Mr. Sowerby did not intend to retire from the 
county in obedience to the duke’s behests. A placard was 
posted through the whole division in which no allusion 
was made by name to the duke, but in which Mr. Sowerby 
warned his friends not to be led away by any report that he 
intended to retice from the representation of West Barset- 
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shire. “He had sat,” the placard said, “for the same county 
during the full period of a quarter of a century, and he 
would not lightly give up an honour that had been extend- 
ed to hin-i so often and which he prized so dearly. There 
were but few men now in the House whose connection 
with the same body of constituents had remained unbroken 
so long as had that which bound him to West Barsetshire; 
<^nf^ he confidently hoped that that connection might be 
continued through another period of corning years tfil he 
might find himself in the glorious position of being the 
father of the county members of the House of Commons.” 
The placard said much more than this, and hinted at sundry 
and various questions, all of great interest to the county; 
but it did not say one word of the Duke of Ommum, though 
every one knew what the duke was supposed to be doing in 
the matter. He was, as it were, a great Llama, shut up in a 
holy of holies, inscrutable, invisible, inexorable, — ^not to 
be seen by men’s eyes or heard by their ears, hardly to be 
mentioned by ordinary men at such periods as these with- 
out an inward quaking. But, nevertheless, it was he who 
was supposed to rule them. Euphemism required that his 
name should be mentioned at no public meetings in con- 
nection with the coming election; but, nevertheless, most 
men in the county believed that he could send his dog up to 
the House of Commons as member for West Barsetshire if 
it so pleased him. 

It was supposed, therefore, that our friend ^ Sowerby 
would have no chance; but he was lucky in fin d in g assist- 
ance in a quarter from which he certainly had not deserved 
it. He had been a staunch friend of the gods during the 
whole of his political life, — as, indeed, was to be expected, 
seeing that he had been the duke’s nominee; but, neverthe- 
less, on the present occasion, all the giants connected witfi 
the county came forward to his rescue. They did not do this 
with the acknowledged purpose of opposing the duke; liey 
declared that they were actuated by a generous disinclina- 
tion to see an old county member put from his seat, — ^but 
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the world knew that the battle was to be waged against the 
great Llama. It was to be a contest between the powers of 
aristocracy and the powers of oligarchy, as those powers 
existed in West Barsetshire, — ^and, it may be added, that 
democracy would have very little to say to it, on one side or 
the other. The lower order of voters, the small farmers and 
tradesmen, would no doubt range themselves on the side of 
the duke, and would endeavour to flatter themselves that 
they were thereby furthering the views’of the liberal side; 
but they would in fact be led to the poU by an old-fashion- 
ed, time-honoured adherencetothewilloftheirgreatLlama; 
and by an apprehension of evU if that Llama should arise 
and shake himselfm his wrath. What might not come to the 
cotmty if the Llama were to walk himself off, he with his 
satellites and armies and courtiers? There he was, a great 
Llama; and though he came among them but seldom, and 
was scarcely seen when he did come, nevertheless — and not 
the less but rather the more — was obedience to him con- 
sidered as salutary and opposition regarded as dangerous. 
A great rural Llama is still sufi&ciently mighty in rural Eng- 
land. 

But the priest of the temple, Mr. Fothergill, was frequent 
enough in men’s eyes, and it was beautiful to hear with how 
varied a voice he alluded to the things around him, and to 
the changes which were coming. To the small farmers, not 
only on the Gatherum property, but on others also, he 
spoke of the duke as a beneficent influence shedding pros- 
perity on all around him, keeping up prices by his presence, 
and forbidding the poor rates to rise above one and four- 
pence in the pound by the general employment which he 
occasioned. Men must be mad, he thought, who would 
wiUiagly fly in the duke’s face. To the squires from a dist- 
ance he delated that no one had a right to charge the duke 
with any interference; as far, at least, as he knew the duke’s 
mind.Peoplewouldt^kofthingsofwhichtheyunderstood 
nothing. Could any one say that he had traced a single re- 
quest for a vote home to the duke? All this did not alter the 
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settled conviction on men’s minds; but it had its effect, and 
tended to increase the mystery in which the duke’s doings 
were enveloped. But to his own f amili ars, to the gentry im- 
mediately around him, Mr. FothergiU merely winked his 
eye. They knew what was what, and so did he. The duke 
had never been bit yet in such matters, and Mr. FothergiU 
did not t hink that he would now submit himself to any such 
operation. 

I never heard in what manner and at what rate Mr. Foth- 
ergiU received remuneration for the various services per- 
formed by him with reference to the duke’s property in 
Barsetshire; but I am very sure that, whatever might be the 
amount, he earned it thoroughly. Never was there a more 
faithful partisan, or one who, in his partisanship, was more 
discreet. In this matter of the coming election he declared 
that he himself — ^personally, on his own hook — did in- 
tend to bestir himself actively on behalf of Lord DumbeHo. 
Mr. Sowerby was an old friend of his, and a very good fel- 
low. That was true. But all the world inust admit that 
Sowerby was not in the position which a county member 
ought to occupy. He was a ruined man, and it would not be 
for his own advantage that he should be maintained in a 
position which was fit only for a man of property. He knew 
— ^he, FothergiU — ^that Mr. Sowerby must abandon aU right 
and claim to Chaldicotes; and if so, what would be more 
absurd than to acknowledge that he had a right and claim to 
the seat in Parliament. As to Lord Dumbello, it was prob- 
able that he would soon become one of the largest land- 
owners in the cormty; and, as such, who could be more fit 
for the representation? Beyond this, Mr. FothergiU was not 
ashamed to confess — so he said — ^that he hoped to hold 
Lord DumbeUo’s agency. It would be compatible with his 
other duties, and therefore, as a matter of course, he intend- 
ed to support Lord DumbeUo; — ^he himself, that is. As to 
the duke’s mind in the matter ! But I have already ex- 

plained how Mr. FothergiU disposed of that. 

In these days, Mr. Sowerby came down to his own house 
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— ^for ostensibly it was still his ownhouse — but became very 
quietly, and his arrival was hardly known in his own vil- 
lage. Ihough his placard was stuck up so widely, he him- 
self took no electioneering steps; none, at least, as yet. The 
protection against arrest which he derived from Parliament 
would soon be over, and those who were most bitter against 
the duke averred that steps would be taken to arrest hitn^ 
should he give sufficient opportunity to the myrmidons of 
the law. That he would, in such case, be arrested was very 
likely; but it was not likely that this would be done in any 
way at the duke’s instance. Mr. FothergiU declared indig- 
nantly that this insinuation made him very angry; but he 
was too prudent a man to be very angry at anything, and he 
kenw how to make capital on his own side of charges such 
as these which overshot their own mark. 

Mr. Sowerby came down very quietly to Chaldicotes, 
and there he remained for a couple of days, quite alone. 
The place bore a very different aspect now to that which we 
noticed when Mark Robarts drove up to it, in the early 
pages of this little narrative. There were no lights in the 
windows now, and no voices came from the stables; no 
dogs barked, and aU was dead and silent as the grave. Dur- 
ing the greater portion of those two days he sat alone with- 
in the house, almost unoccupied. He did not even open his 
letters, which lay piled on a crowded table in the small 
breakHst p^lour in which he sat; for the letters of such 
men corne in piles, and there are few of them which are 

pleasantin the reading. Therehesat, troubled with thoughts 
which were sad enough, now and then moving to and fro 
the house, but for the most part occupied in thinking over 
the position to which he had brought himself. What would 
he be in the world’s eye, if he ceased to be the owner of 
Chaldicotes, and ceased also to be the member for his coun- 
ty? He had lived ever before the world, and, though always 
harassed by encumbrances, had been sustained and com- 
forted by the excitement of a prominent position. He debts 
and difficulties had hitherto been bearable, and he had borne 
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them with ease so long that he had almost taught himself to 
think that they would never be unendurable. But now, 

The order for foreclosing had gone forth, and the harpies 
of the law, by their present speed in sticking their claws into 
the carcass of his property, were atoning to themselves for 
the delay with which they had hitherto been compelled to 
approach their prey. And the order as to his seat had gone 
forth also. That placard had been drawn up by the com- 
bined efforts of his sister. Miss Dunstable, and a certain 
well-known electioneering agent, named Closerstill, pre- 
sumed to be in the interest of the giants. But poor Sowerby 
had but little confidence in the placard. No one knew better 
than he how great was the duke’s power. 

He was hopeless, therefore, as he walked about through 
those empty rooms, thinking of his past Ufe and of that fife 
which was to come. Would it not be well for him that he 
were dead, now that he was dying to aU that had made the 
world pleasant. We see and hear of such men as Mr. Sower- 
by, and are apt to think that they enjoy all that the world can 
give, and that they enjoy that all without payment either in 
care or labour; but I doubt that, with even the most callous 
of them, their periods of wretchedness must be frequent, 
and that wretchedness very intense. Salmon and lamb in 
February, and green pease and new potatoes in March, can 
hardly make a man happy, even though nobody pays for 
them; and the feeling that one is an antecedentem scelestum 
after whom a sure, though lame, Nemesis is hobbling, must 
sometimes disturb one’s slumbers. On the present occasion 
Scelestus felt that his Nemesis had overtaken him. Lame as 
she had been, and swift as he had run, she had mouthed him 
at last, and there was nothing left for him but to listen to the 
“whoop” set up at the sight of his own death-throes. 

It was a melancholy, dreary place now, that big house of 
Chaldicotes; and though the woods were aU green -with 
their early leaves, and the garden thick with flowers, they 
also were melancholy and dreary. The lawns were untrim- 
med and weeds were growing through the gravel, and here 
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and there a cracked Dryad, tumbled from her pedestal and 
sprawling in the grass, gave a look of disorder to the whole 
place. The wooden treUis-work was shattered here and 
bending there, the standard rose-trees were stooping to the 
ground, and the leaves of the winter still encumbered the 
borders. Late in the evening of the second day Mr. Sower- 
by strolled out, and went through the gardens into the 
wood. Of all the inanimate things of the world this wood of 
Chaldicotes was the dearest to him. He was not a man to 
whom his companions gave much credit for feelings or 
thoughts ^Hn to poetry, but here, out in the Chace, his 
mind would be almost poetical. 'While wandering among 
the forest trees, he became susceptible of the tenderness of 
human nature: he would listen to the birds singing, and 
pick here and there a wild flower on his path. He would 
watch the decay of the old trees and the progress of the 
young, and make pictures in his eyes of every turn in the 
wood. He would mark the colour of a bit of road as it dip- 
ped into a dell, and then, passing through a water-course, 
rose brown, rough, irregular, and beautiful against the 
bank on the other side. And then he would sit and think of 
his old family: how they had roamed there time out of mind 
in those Chaldicotes woods, father and son and grandson in 
regular succession, each giving them over, without blem- 
ish or decrease, to his successor. So he would sit; and so he 
did sit even now, and, thinking of these things, wished that 
he had never been bom. 

It was dark night when he returned to the house, and as 
he did so he resolved that he would quit the place alto- 
gether, and give up the battle as lost. The duke should take 
it and do as he pleased with it; and as for the seat in Parlia- 
ment, Lord Dumbello, or any other equally gifted young 
patrician, might hold it for him. He would vanish from the 
scene and betake himself to some land from whence he 
would be neither heard nor seen, and there — starve. Such 
were now his future outlooks into the world; and yet, as 
regards health and all physical capacities, he knew that he 
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was still in the pdme of his hfe. Yes; in the prime of his lifel 
But what could he do with what remained to him of such 
prime? How could he turn his mind or his strength to such 
account as might now be serviceable? How could he, in his 
sore need, earn for himself even the barest bread? Would it 
not be better for him that he should die? Let not any one 
covet the lot of a spendthrift, even though the days of his 
early pease and champagne seem to be unnumbered; for 
that lame Nemesis will surely be up before the game has 
been all played out. 

When Mr. Sowerby reached his house he foimd that a 
message by telegraph had arrived for him in his absence. It 
was from Ids sister, and it informed him that she would be 
with him that night. She was coming down by the mail 
train, had telegraphed to Barchester for post-horses, and 
would be at Chalchcotes about two hours &er midnight. It 
was therefore manifest enough that her business was of im- 
portance. 

Exacdy at two the Barchester post-chaise did arrive, and 
Mrs. Harold Smith, before she retired to her bed, was closet- 
ed for about an hom with her brother. 

‘‘Well,” she said, the following morning as they sat to- 
gether at the breakfast table, “what do you say to it now? If 
you accept her offer you should be with her lawyer this 
afternoon.” 

“I suppose I must accept it,” saidhe. 

“Certainly, I think so. No doubt it will take the property 
out ofyour own hands as completely as though the duke had 
it, but it will leave you the house, at any rate, for your life.” 

“What good will the house be, when I can’t keep it up?” 

“But I am not so sure of that. She will not want more 
than her fair interest; and as it will be thoroughly well 
managed, I should think that there would be something 
over — something enough to keep up the house. And then, 
you know, we must have some place in the country.” 

“I teU you fairly, Harriet, that I will have nothing further 
to do with Harold in the way of money.” 
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“Ah! that was because you would go to him. Why did 
you not come to me? And then, Nathaniel, it is the only wa.y 
in which you can have a chance of keeping the seat. She is 
the queerest woman I ever met, but she seems resolved on 
beating the duke.” 

“I do not quite understand it, but I have not the slightest 
objection.” 

“She thinks that he is interfering with young Gresham 
about the Crown property. I had no idea that she had so 
much business at her fingers’ ends. When I first proposed 
tlie matter she took it up quite as a lawyer might, and seem- 
ed to have forgotten altogether what occurred about that 
othermatter.” 

“I wish I could forget it also,” saidMr. Sowerby. 

“I really think that she does. When I was obliged to make 
some allusion to it— at least I felt myself obliged, and was 
sorry afterwards that I did— she merely laughed— a great 
loud laugh as she always does, and then went on about the 
business. However, she was clear about this, that all the ex- 
penses of the election should be added to the sum to be ad- 
vanced by her, and that the house should be left to you 
without any rent. If you choose to take the land round the 
house you must pay for it, by the acre, as the tenants do. 
She was as clear about it aU as though she had passed her 
life in a lawyer’s office.” 

My readers will now pretty weU understand what last 
step that excellent sister, Mrs Harold Smith, had taken on 
her brother’s behalf, nor will they be surprised to learn that 
in the course of the day Mr. Sowerby hurried back to town 
and put himself into communication with Miss Dunstable’s 
lawyer. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII 

Is there Cause or Just Impediment? 

I NOW puipose to visit another country house in Bar- 
setshire, but on this occasion our sojourn shall be in the 
eastern division, in which, as in every other county in 
England, electioneering matters are paramount at the pre- 
sent moment. It has been mentioned that Mr. Gresham, 
junior, young Frank Gresham as he was always called, lived 
at a place called Boxall Hill. This property had come to his 
wife by will, and he was now settled there, — seeing that his 
father still held the family seat of the Greshams at Greshams- 
bury. 

At the present moment Miss Dunstable was staying at 
Boxall Hill with Mrs. Frank Gresham. They had left Lon- 
don, as, indeed, all the world had done, to the terrible dis- 
may of the London tradesmen. This dissolution of Parlia- 
ment was ruining everybody except the country publicans, 
and had of course destroyed the London season among 
other things. 

Mrs. Harold Smith had only just managed to catch Miss 
Dunstable before she left London; but she did do so, and 
the great heiress had at once seen her lawyers, and instruct- 
ed them how to act with reference to the mortgages on the 
Chaldicotes property. Miss Dunstable was in the habit of 
speaking of herself and her own pecuniary concerns as 
though she herself were rarely allowed to meddle in their 
management; but this was one of those small jokes which 
she ordinarily perpetrated; for in truth few ladies, and per- 
haps not many gentiemen, have a more thorough know- 
ledge of their own concerns or a more potent voice in their 
own aflFairs, than was possessed by Miss Dunstable. Cir- 
cumstances had lately brought her much into Barsetshire, 
and she had there contracted very intimate friendships. She 
was now disposed to become, if possible, a Barsetshire pro- 
prietor, and with this view had lately agreed with young 
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Ivir. Gresham that she wovild become the purchaser of the 
Crown property. As, however, the purchase had been com- 
menced in his name, it was so to be continued; but now, as 
we are aware, it was rumoured that, after all, the duke, or if 
not the duke, then the Marquis of DumbeUo, was to be the 
future owner of the Chace. Miss Dxmstable, however, was 
not a person to give up her object if she could attain it, nor, 
vmder the circumstances, was she at all displeased at finding 
herself endowed with the power of rescuing the Sowerby 
portion of the Chaldicotes property from the duke’s clutch- 
es. Why had the duke meddled with her or with her friend, 
as to the other property? Therefore it was arranged that the 
full amount due to the duke on mortgage shoiild be ready 
for immediate payment; but it was arranged also that the 
security as held by Miss Dunstable should be very valid. 

Miss Dimstable, at Boxall Hill or at Greshamsbury, was 
a very different person from Miss Dunstable in London; 
and it was this difference which so much vexed Mrs. Gresh- 
am; not that her friend omitted to bring with her into the 
country her London wit and aptitude for fun, but that she 
did not take with her up to town the genuine goodness and 
love of honesty which made her lovable in the country. 
She was, as it were, two persons, and Mrs. Gresham could 
not understand that any lady should permit herself to be 
more worldly at one time of the year than at another — or in 
one place than in any other. 

“Well, my dear, I am heartily glad we’ve done with 
that,’ ’ Miss Dunstable said to her, as she sat herself down to 
her desk in the drawing-room on the first morning after her 
arrival at Boxall HiU. 

“What does ‘that’ mean?” said Mrs. Gresham. 

“Why, London and smoke and late hours, and standing 
on one’s legs for four hours at a stretch on the top of one’s 
own staircase, to be bowed at by any one who chooses to 
come. That’s all done — ^for one year, at any rate. ” 

“You knowyoulikeit.” 

“No, Mary; that’s just what I don’t know. I don’t know 
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■whether I like it or not. Sometimes, when the spirit of that 
dearest of all women, Mrs. Harold Smith, is upon me, I 
think that I do like it; but then, again, when other spirits 
are on me, I thin k that I don’t.” 

“And who are the owners of the other spirits?” 

“Oh, you are one, of course. But you are a weak little 
thing, by no means able to contend ■with such a Samson as 
Mrs. Harold. And then you are a little given to ■wickedness 
yourself, you know. You’ve learned to like London well 
enough since you sat down to the table of Dives . Y our uncle 
— ^he’s the real, impracticable, unapproachable Lazarus who 
declares that he can’t come down because of the big gulf. I 
wonder how he’d behave, if somebody left him ten thous- 
and a year?” 

“Uncommonly weU, I am sure.” 

“Oh, yes; he is a Lazarus now, so of course we are bound 
to speak well of him; but I should like to see him tried. I 
don’t doubt but what he’d have a house in Belgrave Square, 
and become noted for his little dinners before the first year 
of his trial was over.” 

“Well, and why not. You would not wish him to-be an 
anchorite?” 

“I am told that he is going to try his luck — ^not with ten 
thousand a year, but with one or two.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Jane tells me that they all say at Greshamsbury that he is 
going to marry Lady Scatcherd.”Now Lady Scatcherd was 
a ■widow living in those parts; an excellent woman, but one 
not formed by nature to grace society of the highest order. 

“What!” exclaimed Mrs. Gresham, rising up from her 
chair, while her eyes flashed ■with anger at such a rumour. 

“WeU, my dear, don’t eat me. I don’t say it is so; I only 
say that Jane said so.” 

“Then you ought to send Jane out of the house.” 

“You may be sure of this, my dear: Jane would not have 
told me if somebody had not told her.” 

“And you believed it?” 
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“I have said nothing about that.” 

“But you look as if you had believed it.” 

“Do I? Let us see what sort of a look it is, this look of 
faith.” And Miss Dunstable got up and went to the glass 
over the fire-place. “But, Mary, my dear, ain’t you old 
enough to know that you should not credit people’s looks? 
You should believe nothing nowadays; and I did not be- 
lieve the story about poor Lady Scatcherd. I know the doc- 
tor well enough to be sure that he is not a marrying man.” 

“What a nasty, hackneyed, false phrase that is — ^that of a 
marryiag man! It sounds as though some men were in the 
habit of getting married three or four times a month.” 

“It means a great deal all the same. One can tell very soon 
whether a man is likely to marry or no.” 

“And can one tell the same of a woman?” 

“The thing is so different. All unmarried women are 
necessarily in the market; but if they behave themselves 
properly they make no signs. Now there was Griselda 
Grandy; of course she intended to get herself a husband, 
and a very grand one she has got; but she always looked as 
though butter would not melt in her mouth. It would have 
been very wrong to call her a marrying girl.” 

“Oh, of course she was,” says Mrs. Gresham, with that 
sort of acrimony which one pretty young woman so fre- 
quentiy expresses with reference to another. “But if one 
could dways teU of a woman, as you say you can of a man, I 
should be able to teU of you. Now, I wonder whether you 
are a marrying woman ? I have never been able to make up 
my mind yet.” 

Miss Dunstable remained silent for a few moments, as 
though she were at first minded to take the question as be- 
ing, in some sort, one made in earnest; but then she at- 
tempted to laugh it off. “Well, I wonder at that,” said she, 
“as it was only the other day I told you how many offers I 
had refused.” 

“ Yes ; but you did not tell me whether any had been made 
that you meant to accept.” 
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“None such was ever made to me. Talking of that, I shall 
never forget your cousin, the Honourable George.” 

“He is not my cousin.” 

“Well, your husband’s. It would not be fair to show a 
man’s letters; but I should like to show you his . ” 

“You are determined, then, to remain single?” 

“I didn’t say that. But why do you cross-question me so?” 

“Because I think so much about you. I am afraid that you 
wiU become so afraid of men’s motives as to doubt that any 
one can be honest. And yet sometimes I think you would be 
a happier woman and a better woman, if you were married.” 

“To such an one as the Honourable George, for in- 
stance?” 

“No, not to such an one as him; you have probably pick- 
ed out the worst.” 

“Or to Mr. Sowerby?” 

“Well, no; not to Mr. Sowerby, either. I would not have 
you marry any man that looked to you for your money 
principally.” 

“And how is it possible that I should expect any one to 
look to me principally for anything else? You don’t see my 
diflSculty, my dear? If I had orily five hundred a year, I might 
come across some decent middle-aged personage, like rny- 
self,who would like me, myself, pretty well and wouldlike 
my little income — ^pretty well ^so. He would not teU me 
any violent lie, and perhaps no lie at all. I should take to 
him in the same sort of way, and we might do very well. ■ 
But, as it is, how is it possible that any disinterested person 
should learn to like me? How could such a man set about 
it? If a sheep have two heads, is not the fact of the two heads 
the first and, indeed, oidy thing which the world regards 
in tha t sheep? Must it not be so as a matter of course? I am a 
sheep with two heads. All this money which my father put 
together, and which has been growing since like grass un- 
der May showers, has turned me into an abortion. I am not 
the giantess eight feet high, or the dwarf that stands in the 
man’s hand, — ” 
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“Or the two-headed sheep — ” 

“But I am the unmarried woman with — ^half a do2:en 
millions of money — as I believe some people think. Under 
such circumstances have I a fair chance of getting my own 
sweet bit of grass to nibble, hike any ordinary animal with 
one head? I never was very beautiful, and I am not more so 
now than I was fifteen years ago.” 

“I am quite sure it is not that which hinders it . You would 
not call yourself plain; and even plain women are married 
every day, and are loved too, as well as pretty women. ” 

“Are they? Well, we won’t say more about that; but I 
don’t expect a great many lovers on account of my beauty. 
If ever you hear of such an one, mind you tell me. ” 

It was almost on Mrs. Gresham’s tongue to say that she 
didknowof one such — meaning her uncle. But in truth, she 
did not know any such thing; nor could she boast to her- 
self that she had good grounds for feeling that it was so — 
certainly none sufficient to justify her in speaking of it. Her 
uncle had said no word to her on the matter, and had been 
confused and embarrassed when the idea of such a marriage 
was hinted to him. But, nevertheless, Mrs. Gresham did 
think that each of these two was well inclined to love the 
other, and that they would be happier together tha n they 
would be single. The difficulty, however, was very great, 
for the doctor would be terribly afraid of being thought 
covetous in regard to Miss Dunstable’s money; and it would 
hardly be expected that she should be induced to make the 
first overture to the doctor. 

“My uncle would be the only man that I can think of that 
would be at all fit for you,” said Mrs. Gresham, boldly. 

“What, and rob poor Lady Scatcherd!” said Miss Dun- 
stable. 

“Oh, very well. If you choose to make a joke of his 
namein that way I have done.” 

“Why, God bless the girl, what does she want me to 
say? And as for joking, surely that is innocent enough. 
You’re as tender about die doctor as though he were a gid 
of seventeen.” 
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“It’s not about him; but it’s such a shame to laugh at poor 
dear Lady Scatcherd. If she ■were to hear it she’d lose aU 
comfort in having my unde near her . ” 

“And I’m to marry him, so that she may be safe with her 
friend!” 

“Very well; I have done.” And Mrs. Gresham, who had 
already got up from her seat, employed herself very sedu- 
lously in arranging flowers which had been brought in for 
the drawing-room tables. Thus they remaiued silent for a 
minute or two, during which she began to reflect that, after 
all, it might probably be thought that she also was en- 
deavouring to catch the great hdress for her uncle. 

“And now you are angry with me,” said Miss Dunstable. 

“No, I am not.” 

“Oh, but you are. Do you think I’m such a fool as not to 
see when a person’s vexed? You wouldn’t have twitched 
that geranium’s head off if you’d been in a proper frame of 
mind.” 

“I don’t like that joke about Lady Scatcherd.” 

“And is that all, Mary? Now do try and be true, if you 
can. You remember the bishop? Magna estveritas” 

“The fact is you’ve got into such a way of being sharp, 
and saying shaip> things among your friends up in London, 
that you can hardly answer a person without it.” 

“Can’t I! Dear, dear, what a Mentor you are, Mary! No 
poor lad that ever ran up from Oxford for a spree in town 
got so lectured for his dissipation and iniquities as I do. 
Well, I beg Dr. Thome’s pardon, and Lady Scatcherd’s, 
and I won’t be sharp any more; and I wfll — ^let me see, what 
was it I was to do? Marry him myself, I believe; was not 
that it?” 

“No; you’re not half good enough for him.” 

“I know that. I’m qrdte sure of that. Though I am so 
sharp, I’m very humble. You can’t accuse me of putting 
any very great value on myself.” 

“Perhaps not as much as you oughtto do — on yourself.” 

“Now what do you mean, Mary? I won’t be bullied and 
teased, and have innuendos thrown out at me, because 
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you Ve got something on your mind, and don’t quite dare 
to speak it out. Ifyou have got anything to say, say it.” 

But Mrs. Gresham did not choose to say it at that mo- 
ment. She held her peace, and went on arranging her flow- 
ers — ^now with a more satisfied air, and without destruc- 
tion to the geraniums. And when she had grouped her 
bunches properly she carried the jar from one part of the 
room to anomer, backwards and forwards, trying the effect 
of the colours, as though her mind was quite intent upon 
her flowers, and was for the moment wholly unoccupied 
with any other sub j ect. 

But ]^s Dunstable was not the woman to put up with 
this. She sat silent in her place, while her friend made one 
or two turns about the room; and then she got up from her 
seat also. “Mary,” she said, “give over about those wretch- 
ed bits of green branches, and leave the jars where they are. 
You’re trying to fidgetmeinto apassion.” 

“Am I?” said Mrs. Gresham, standing opposite to a big 
bowl, and putting her head a little on one side, as though 
she could better look at her handiwork in that position. 

“You know you are; and it’s all because you lack courage 
to speak out. You didn’t begin at me in tHs way for noth- 
ing.” 

“I do lack courage. That’s just it,” said Mrs. Gresham, 
still giving a twist here and a set there to some of the small 
sprigs which constituted the background of her bouquet. 
“I do lack courage — ^to have ill motives imputed to me. I 
was t h i nki ng of saying something, and I am afraid, anH 
therefore I will not say it. And now, if you like, I will be 
ready to take you out in ten minutes.” 

But Miss Dunstable was not going to be put off in this 
way. And to tell the truth, I must admit that her friend Mrs. 
Gresham was not using her altogether well. She should 
either have held her peace on me matter altogether, — 
which would probably have been her wiser course, — or 
she should have declared her own ideas boldly, feeling se- 
cure in her own conscience as to her own motives. “I shall 
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not stir from this room,” said Miss Dunstable, “till I have 
had this matter out with you. And as for imputations, — ^my 
imputing bad motives to you, — don’t know how far you 
may be j oking, and saying what you call sharp things to me; 
but you have no right to think that I should think evil of 
you. If you really do think so, it is treason to the love I have 
for you. If I thought that you thought so, I could not re- 
main in the house with you. What, you are not able to 
know the difference which one makes between one’s real 
friends and one’s mock friends! I don’t believe it of you, 
and I know you are only striving to bully me.” And Miss 
Dunstable now took her turn of walking up and down the 
room. 

“Well, she shan’t be bullied,” said Mrs. Gresham, leav- 
ing her flowers, and putting her arm round her friend’s 
waist; — ^“at least, not here, in this house, although she is 
sometimes such a bully herself.” 

“Mary, you have gone too far about this to go back. Tell 
me what it was that was on your mind, and as far as it con- 
cerns me, I will answer you honestly.” 

Mrs. Gresham now began to repent that she had made 
her little attempt. That uttering of hints in a half-joking 
way was all very well, and might possibly bring about the 
desired result, without the necessity of any formal sugges- 
tion on her part; but now she was so brought to book that 
she must say something formal. She must commit herself 
to the expression of her own wishes, and to an e3p)ression 
also of an opinion as to what had been the wishes of her 
friend; and this she must do without being able to say any- 
thing as to the wishes of that third person. 

“Well,” she said, “I suppose you know what I meant.” 

“I suppose I did,” said Miss Dunstable; “but it is not at 
all the less necessary that you should say it out. I am not to 
commit myself by my interpretation of your thoughts, 
while you remain perfectly secure in having only hinted 
your own. I hate hints, as I do — ^the mischief. I go in for the 
bishop’s doctrine. Magna estveritas.” 
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“Well, I don’t know,” said Mrs. Gresham. 

“Ah! but I do,” said Miss Dunstable. “And therefore go 
on, orfor ever hold your peace.” 

“That’s just it,” said Mrs. Gresham. 

“What’s just it?” said Miss Dunstable. 

“The quotation out of the Prayer Book which you fin- 
ished just now. ‘If any of you know cause or just impedi- 
ment why these two persons should not be joined together 
in holy matrimony, ye are to declare it. This is the first titnp 
of asking.’ Do you know any cause, Aliss Dunstable?” 

“Do you know any, Mrs. Gresham?” 

“None, on my honour!” said the younger lady, putting 
her hand upon her breast. 

“Ah! but do you not?” and Miss Dunstable caught hold 
of her arm, and spoke almost abruptly in her energy. 

“No, certainly not. What impediment? If I did, I should 
not have broached the subject. I declare I think you would 
both be very happy together. Of course, there is one im- 
pediment; we ail Imow that. That must be your look out.” 

“What do you mean? What impediment?” 

“Your own money.” 

“Psha! Did you find that an impediment in marrying 
Frank Gresham?” 

“Ah! the matter was so different there. He had much 
more to give than I had, when all was counted. And I had 
no money when we — ^when we were first engaged.” And 
the tears came into her eyes as she thought of the circum- 
stances of her early love; — all of which have been narrated 
in the coxmty chronicles of Barsetshire, and may now be 
read by men and women interested therein. 

“Yes; yours was a love match. I declare, Mary, I often 
think that you are the happiest woman of whom I ever 
heard; to have it aU to give, when you were so sure that you 
were loved while you yet had nothing.” 

“Yes; I was sure,” and she wiped the sweet tears from 
her eyes, as she remembered a certain day when a certain 
youth had come to her, claiming all kinds of privileges in a 
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very determined manner. She had been no heiress then. 
“Yes; I was sure. But now with you, dear, you can’t make 
yourself poor agaia. If you can trust no one ” 

“I can. I can trust him. As regards that I do trust bim al- 
together. But how can I tell that he would care for me?” 

“Do you not know that he likes you?” 

“Ah, yes; and so he does Lady Scatcherd.” 

“Miss Dunstable!” 

“And why not Lady Scatcherd, as well as me? We are of 
the same kind — come from the same class .” 

“Not quite that, I think.” 

“Yes, from the same class; only I have managed to poke 
myself up among dukes and duchesses, whereas she has 
been content to remain where God placed her. Where I 
heather in art, she beats me in nature.” 

“You know you are talldng nonsense.” 

“I think that we are both doing that — ^absolute non- 
sense; such as schoolgirls of eighteen talk to each other. 
But there is a relief in it; is there not? It would be a terrible 
curse to have to talk sense always. Well, that’s done; and 
now let us go out.” 

Mrs. Gresham was sure after this that Miss Dunstable 
would be a consenting party to the htde arrangement which 
she contemplated. But of that she had felt but little doubt 
for some considerable time past. The difSculty lay on the 
other side, and all that she had as yet done was to convince 
herself that she would be safe in assuring her unde of suc- 
cess if he could be induced to take the enterprise in hand. 
He was to come to BoxaU Hill that evening, and to remain 
there for a day or two. If anything could be done in the 
matter, now would be the time for doing it. So at least 
thought Mrs. Gresham. 

The doctor did come, and did remain for the allotted 
time at BoxaU HiU; but when he left, Mrs. Gresham had not 
been successful. Indeed, he did not seem to enjoy his visit 
as w^ usual with him; and there was very little of that 
pleasant friendly intercourse which for some time past had 
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been customary between him and Miss Dunstable. There 
were no passages of arms between them; no abuse from the 
doctor against the lady’s London gaiety; no raillery from 
the lady as to the doctor’s country habits. They were very 
courteous to each other, and, as Mrs. Gresham thought, 
too civil by half; nor, as far as she could see, did they ever 
remain alone in each other’s company for five minutes at a 
timp during the whole period of the doctor’s visit. What, 
thought Mrs. Gresham to herself, — ^what if she had set 
these two friends at variance with each other, instead of 
binding them together in the closest and most durable 
friendship. 

But stfll she had an idea that, as she had begun to play 
this game, she must play it out. She felt conscious that what 
she had done must do evil, unless she could so carry it on as 
to make it result in good. Indeed, unless she could so man- 
age, she would have done a manifest injury to Miss Dun- 
stable in forcing her to declare her thoughts and feelings. 
She had already spoken to her imcle in London, and though 
he had said nothing to show that he approved of her plan, 
neither had he said anything to show that he disapproved 
it. Therefore she had hoped through the whole of those 
three days that he would make some sign, — at any rate to 
her; that he would in some way declare what were his own 
thoughts on this matter. But the morning of his departure 
came, and he had declared nothing. 

“Uncle,” she said, in the last five minutes of his sojourn 
there, after he had already taken leave of Miss Dunstable 
and shaken hands with Mrs. Gresham, “have you ever 
thought of what I said to you up in London?” 

“Yes, Mary; of course I have thought about it. Such an 
idea as that, when put into a man’s head, will make itself 
thought about.” 

“Well; and what next? Do talk to me about it. Do not be 
so hard and unlike yourself.” 

“I have very little to say aboutit.” 

“I canteUyou this for certain, you may if you like.” 
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“Mary! Mary!” 

“I would not say so if I were not sure that I should not 
lead you into trouble.” 

“You are foolish in wishing this, my dear; foolish in try- 
ing to tempt an old man into a foUy 

“Notfoolishifiknowthatitwillmakeyouboth happier.” 

He made her no further reply, but stooping down that 
she might kiss him, as was his wont, went his way, leaving 
her almost miserable in the thought that she had troubled 
all these waters to no purpose. What would Miss Dun- 
stable think of her? But on that afternoon Miss Dunstable 
seemed to be as happy and even-tempered as ever. 


CHAPTER XXXIX 
H(w to Write a Love Letter 

D r. THORNE, in the few words which he spoke to 
his niece before he left Boxall HUl, had called him- 
self an old man; but he was as yet on the right side of 
sixty by five good years, and bore about with him less of the 
marks of age than most men of fifty-five do bear. One 
would have said in looking at him that there was no reason 
why he should not marry if he foimd that such a step seem- 
ed good to him; and, looking at the age of the proposed 
bride, there was nothing unsuitable in that respect. 

But nevertheless he felt almost ashamed of himself, in 
that he allowed himself even to think of the proposition 
which his niece had made. He mounted his horse that day at 
Boxall HiU — ^for he made all his journeys about the county 
on horseback — and rode slowly home to Greshamsbury, 
thinking not so much of the suggested marriage as of his 
own foUy in thinking of it. How could he be such an ass at 
his time of fife as to allow the even course of his way to be 
disturbed by any such idea? Of course he could not propose 
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to himself such a wife as Miss Dunstable without having 
some thoughts as to her wealth; and it had been the pride of 
his Hfe so to live that the world might know that he was in- 
different about money. His profession was all in all to him, 
— ^the air which he breathed as well as the bread which he 
ate; and how could he follow his profession if he made such 
a marriage as this? She would expect him to go to London 
with her; and what would he become, dangling at her heels 
there, known only to the world as the husband of the rich- 
est woman in the town? The kind of life was one which 
would be unsuitable to him; and yet, as he rode home, he 
could not resolve to rid himself of the idea. He went on 
thinking of it, though he Still Continued to condemn him- 
self for keeping it in his thoughts. That night at home he 
would make up his mind, so he declared to himself; and 
would then write to his niece begging her to drop the sub- 
ject. Having so far come to a resolution he went on medi- 
tating what course of life it might be well for him to pursueif 
he and Miss Dunstable should after all become man and wife. 

There were two ladies whom it behoved him to see on 
the day of his arrival — ^whom, indeed, he generally saw 
every day except when absent from Greshamsbury. The 
first of these — ^first in the general consideration of the peo- 
ple of the place — was the wife of the squire. Lady Arabella 
Gresham, a very old patient of the doctor’s. Her it was his 
custom to visit early in the afternoon; and then, if he were 
able to escape the squice’s daily invitation to dinner, he 
customarily went to the other. Lady Scatcherd, when the 
rapid meal in his own house was over. Such, at least, was 
his summer practice. 

“Well, doctor, how are they at Boxall Hill?” said the 
squire, waylaying him on the gravel sweep before the door. 
The squire was very hard set for occupation in these sum- 
mer months. 

“Quite well, I believe.” 

“I don’t know what’s come to Frank. I think he hates 
this place now. He’s full of the election, I suppose.” 
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“Oh, yes; he told me to say he should be over here soon. 
Of course there’ll be no contest, so he need not trouble 
himself.” 

“Happy dog, isn’t he, doctor? to have it all before him 
instead of behind him. Well, well; he’s as good a lad as ever 

hved — as ever lived. And let me see; Mary’s time 

And then there wereafew very important words spoken on 
that subject. 

“I’U just step up to Lady Arabella now,” said the doctor. 

“She’s as fretful as possible,” said the squire. “I’ve just 
left her.” 

“Nothing special the matter, I hope?” 

“No, I think not; nothing in your way, that is; only 
specially cross, which always comes in my way. You’ll stop 
and dine to-day, of course?” 

“Not to-day, squire.” 

“Nonsense; you will. I have been quite counting on you. 
I have a particular reason for wanting to have you to-day, 
— a most particular reason.” 

But the squire always had his particular reasons . 

“I’m very sorry, but it is impossible to-day. I shall have a 
letter to write that I must sit down to seriously. Shah. I see 
you when I come down from her ladyship?” 

The squire turned away sulkily, almost without answer- 
ing him, for he now had no prospect of any alleviation to 
the tedium of the evening; and the doctor went upstairs to 
his patient. 

For Lady Arabella, though it cannot be said that she was 
iU, was always a patient. It must not be supposed that she 
kept her bed and swallowed daily doses, or was prevented 
from taking her share in such prosy gaieties as came from 
time to time in the way ofher prosy life; but it suited her 
turn of mind to be an invalid and to have a doctor; and 
as the doctor whom her good fates had placed at her el- 
bow thoroughly understood her case, no great harm was 
done. 

“It frets me dreadfully that I cannot get to see Mary,” 
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Lady Arabella said, as soon as the first ordinary question as 

to her ailments had been asked and answered. 

“She’s quite well, and will be over to see you before 
long.” 

“Now I beg that she won’t. She never thinks of coming 
when there can be no possible objection, and travelling, at 

the present moment, would be ” Whereupon the Lady 

Arabella shook her head very gravely. “Only think of the 
importance of it, doctor,” she said. “Remember the enor- 
mous stake there is to be considered.” 

“It would not do her a ha’porth of harm if the stake 
were twice as large.” 

“Nonsense, doctor, don’t teU me; as if I didn’t know my- 
self. I was very much against her going to London this 
spring, but of course what I said was overruled. It always 
is. I do believe Mr. Gresham went over to BoxaU Hill, on 
purpose to induce her to go. But what does he care? He’s 
fond of Frank; but he never thinks of looking beyond the 
present day. He never did, as you know well enough, doc- 
tor.” 

“The trip did her all the good in the world,” said Dr. 
Thome, preferring anything to a conversation respecting 
the squire’s sins. 

“I very well remember that when I was in that way it 
wasn’t thought that such trips would do me any good. But, 
perhaps, things are altered since then.” 

“Yes, they are,” said the doctor. “We don’t interfere so 
much nowadays.” 

“I know I never asked for such amusements when so 
much depended on quietness. I remember before Frank 

was bom — and, indeed, when all of them were born 

Bul as you say, things were different then; and I can easily 
believe that Mary is a person qrdte determined to have her 
own way.” 

“Why, Lady Arabella, she would have stayed at home 
without wishing to stir if Frank had done so much as hold 
up his little finger.” 
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“So did I always. If Mr. Gresham made the slightest 
hint I gave way. But I really don’t see what one gets in re- 
turn for such implicit obedience. Now this year, doctor, of 
course I should have Hked to have been up in London for a 
week or two. You seemed to think yourself that I might as 
well see Sir Omicron.” 

“There could be no possible obj ection, I said.” 

“Well; no; exactly; and as Mr. Gresham knew I wished 
it, I tbink he might as well have offered it. I suppose there 
can be no reason now about money.” 

“But I xmderstood that Mary specially asked you and 
Augusta?” 

“Yes; Mary was very good. She did ask me. But I know 
very well that Mary wants all the room she has got in Lon- 
don. The house is not at all too large for herself. And, for 
the noatter of that, my sister, the countess, was very anxious 
that I should be with her. But one does like to be indepen- 
dent if one can, and for one fortnight I do think that Mr. 
Gresham might have managed it. "SJ^en I knew that he was 
so dreadfully out at elbows I never troubled him about it, 
— ^though, goodness knows, all that was never my fault.” 

“The squire hates London. A fortnight there in warm 
weather would nearly be the death of him.” 

“He might at any rate have paid me the compliment of 
asking me. The chances are ten to one I should not have 
gone. It is that indifference that cuts me so. He was here 
just now, and would you believe it? ” 

But the doctor was determined to avoid further com- 
plaint for the present day. 

“I wonder what you would feel. Lady Arabella, if the 
squire were to take it into his head to go away and amuse 
himself, leaving you at home. There are worse men than 
Mr. Gresham, ifyou will believe me.” 

All this was an allusion to Earl de Courcy, her ladyship’s 
brother, as Lady Arabella very well understood; and the 
argument was one which was very often used to silence her. 

“Upon my word, then, I should like it better than his 
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hanging about here doing nothing but attend to those nasty 
dogs. I really sometimes think that he has no spirit left.” 

“You are mistaken there. Lady Arabella,” said the doc- 
tor, rising with his hat in his hand, and making his escape 
without further parley. 

As he went home he could not but think that that phase 
of married hfe was not a very pleasant one. Air. Gresham 
and his wife were supposed by the world to live on the best 
of terms. They always inhabited the same house, went out 
together when they did go out, always sat in their respect- 
ive comers in the family pew, and in their wildest dreams 
after the happiness of novelty never thought of Sir Cress- 
weU Cressweil. In some respects — ^with regard, for instance, 
to the continued duration of their joint domesticity at the 
family mansion of Greshamsbury — ^they might have been 
taken for a pattern couple. But yet, as far as the doctor 
could see, they did not seem to add much to the happiness 
of each other. They loved each other, doubtless, and had 
either of them been in real danger, that danger would have 
made the other miserable; but yet it might well be a ques- 
tion whether either would not be more comfortable with- 
out the other. 

The doctor, as was his custom, dined at five, and at seven 
he went up to the cottage of his old friend. Lady Scatcherd. 
Lady Scatcherd was not a refined woman, having in her 
early days been a labourer’s daughter, and having then 
married a labourer. But her husband had risen in the world 
— as has been told in those chronicles before mentioned, — 
and his widow was now Lady Scatcherd with a pretty cot- 
tage and a good jointure. She was in all things the very 
opposite to Lady Arabella Gresham; nevertheless, under 
the doctor’s auspices, the two ladies were in some measure 
acquainted with each other. Of her married hfe, also. Dr. 
Thome had seen something, and it may be questioned 
whether the memory of that was more alluring than the 
reahty now existing at Greshamsbury. 

Of the two women Dr. Thome much preferred his hum- 
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bier friend, and to her he made his visits not in the guise of a 
doctor, but as a neighbour. “Well, my lady,” he said, as he 
sat down by her on a broad garden seat — all the world call- 
ed Lady Scatcherd “my lady,” — “and how do these long 
summer days agree with you? Your roses are twice better 
out than any I see up at the big house.” 

“You may weU call them long, doctor. They’re long 
enough surely.” 

“But not too long. Come, now, I won’t have you com- 
plaining. You don’t mean to tell me that you have anything 
to make you wretched? You had better not, for I won’t be- 
lieve you.” 

“Eh; well; wretched! I don’t know as I’m wretched. It’d 
be wicked to say that, and I with such comforts about me.” 

“I think it would, almost.” The doctor did not say this 
harshly, but in a soft, friendly tone, and pressing her hand 
gendy as he spoke. 

“And I diii’t mean to be wicked. I’m very thankful for 
everything — ^leastways, I always try to be. But, doctor, it is 
so lonely like.” 

“Lonely! not more lonely than I am.” 

“Oh, yes; you’re different. You can go everjrwrheres. But 
what can a lone woman do? I’ll teU you what, doctor; I’d 
give it all up to have Roger back with his apron on and his 
pick in his hand. How weU 1 mind his look when he’d come 
home o’ nights!” 

“And yet it was a hard life you had then, eh, old woman? 
It would be better for you to be thankful for what you’ve 
got.” 

“I am thankful. Didn’t I teU you so before?” said she, 
somewhat crossly. “But it’s a sad life, this Hving alone. I de- 
clares I envy Hannah, ’cause she’s got Jemima to sit in the 
kitchen with her. I want her to sit with me sometimes, but 
she won’t.” 

“A h! but you shouldn’t ask her. It’s letting yourself 
down.” 

“What do I care about down or up? It makes no differ- 
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ence, as he’s gone. If he had lived one might have cared 
about being up, as you it. Eh, deary; FU be going after 
him before long, and it vrili be no matter then. ” 

“We shall all be going after him, sooner or later; that’s 
sure enough.” 

“Eh, dear, that’s true surely. It’s only a span long, as 
Parson Oriel tells us, when he gets romantic in his sermons. 
But it’s a hard thing, doctor, when two is married, as tibey 
can’t have thek span, as he calls it, out together. Well I 
must only put up with it, I suppose, as others does. Now, 
you’re not going, doctor? You’U stop and have a dish of 
tea with me. You never see such cream as Hannah has from 
the Alderney cow. Do’ey now, doctor.” 

But the doctor had his letter to write, and would not al- 
low himself to be tempted even by the promise of Hannah’s 
cream. So he went his way, angering Lady Scatcherd by his 
departure as he had before angered die squire, and thinking 
as he went which was most unreasonable in her wretched- 
ness, his ffiendLady Arabella, or his friend Lady Scatcherd. 
The former was always complaining of an existing husband 
who never refused her any moderate request; and the other 
passed her days in murmuring at the loss of a dead husband, 
who in his life had ever been to her imperious and harsh, 
and had sometimes been cruel and unjust. 

The doctor had his letter to write, but even yet he had not 
quite made up his mind what he would put into it; indeed, 
he had not hitherto resolved to whom it should be written. 
Looking at the matter as he haS endeavoured to look at it, 
his niece, Mrs. Gresham, would be his correspondent; but 
if he brought himself to take this jump in the dark, in that 
case he would address himself direct to Mis s Dunstable. 

He walked home, not by the straightest road, but taking 
a considerable curve, round by narrow lanes, and through 
thick flower-laden hedges, — ^very thoughtful. He was told 
that she wished to marry tiim; and was he to think only of 
himself? And as to that pride of his about money, was it in 
truth a hearty, manly feeling; or was it a false pride, of 
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which it behoved him to be ashamed as it did of many cog- 
nate feelings? If he acted rightly in this matter, why should 
he be afraid of the thoughts of any one? A life of solitude 
was bitter enough, as poor Lady Scatcherd had complain- 
ed. But then, looking at Lady Scatcherd, and looking also 
at his other near neighboTor, his friend the squire, there was 
litde thereabouts to lead him on to matrimony. So he walk- 
ed home slowly through the lanes, very meditative, with 
his hands behind his back. 

Nor when he got home was he much more indined to 
any resolute line of action. He might have drunk his tea 
vdth Lady Scatcherd, as weU as have sat there in his own 
drawing-room, drinking it alone; for he got no pen and 
paper, and he dawdled over his teacup with the utmost 
dUatoriness, putting off, as it were, the evil day. To only 
one thing was he fixed — ^to this, namely, that that letter 
should be written before he went to bed. 

Having finished his tea, which did not take place till near 
eleven, he went downstairs to an untidy littie room which 
lay behind his depot of medicines, andinwhichhe was wont 
to do his writing; and herem he did at last set himself down 
to his work. Even at that moment he was in doubt. But he 
would write his letter to Miss Dimstable and see how it 
looked. He was almost determined not to send it; so, at 
least, he said to himself: but he could do no harm by writing 
it. So he did write it, as foEows: — 

Greshamsbury, June, 185 — . 

“My dear Miss Dunstable, — ” 

When he had got so far, he leaned back in his chair and 
looked at the paper. How on earth was he to jSnd words to 
say that which he now wished to have said? He had never 
written such a letter in his life, or anything approaching to 
it, and now found himself overwhelmed with a difficulty of 
which he had not previously thought. He spent ano&er 
half-hour in looking at the paper, and was at last nearly de- 
terred by this new difficulty. He would use the simplest, 
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plainest language, he said to himself over and over again; 
but it is not always easy to use simple, plain language, — ^by 
no inp<ins so easy as to mount on stilts, and to march along 
with sesquipedalian words, with pathos, spasms, and notes 
of interjection. But the letter did at last get itself written, 
and there was not a note of inter] ection in it. 

“My dear Miss Dunstable, — think it right to confess 
that I should not be now writing this letter to you, had I 
not been led to believe by other judgment than my own 
that the proposition which I am going to make would be 
regarded by you with favour. Without such other judg- 
ment I should, I own, have feared that the great disparity 
between you and me in regard to money would have given 
to such a proposition an appearance of being false and mer- 
cenary. All I ask of you now, with confidence, is to acquit 
me of such fault as that. 

“When you have read so far you will understand what I 
mean. We have known each other now somewhat intimate- 
ly, though indeed not very long, and I have sometimes fan- 
cied that you were almost as well pleased to be with me as I 
have been to be with you. If I have been wrong in this, tell 
me so simply, and I will endeavour to let our friendship run 
on as though this letter had not been written. But if I have 
been right, and if it be possible that you can think that a 
union between us will make us both happier than we are 
single, I win plight you my word and troth with good faith, 
and win do what an old man may do to make the burden of 
the world lie light upon your shoulders . Looking at my age 
I can hardly keep myself from thinking that I am an old 
fool: but I try to reconcile myself to that by remembering 
that you yourself are no longer a gitl. You see that I pay 
you no compKments, and that you need expect none from 
me. 

“I do not know that I could add anything to the truth of 
this, if I were to write three times as much. All that is neces- 
sary is, that you should know what I mean. If you do not be- 
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iieve me to be true and honest already, nothing that I can 
write win make you believe it. 

“God bless you. I know you will not keep me long in 
suspense for an answer. 

“Affectionately your friend, 

“Thomas Thorne.” 

When he had finished he meditated again for another 
half-hour whether it would not be right that he should add 
something about her money. Would it not be well for him 
to teU her — ^it might be said in a postscript — ^that with re- 
gard to all her wealth she would be free to do what she 
chose? At any rate he owed no debts for her to pay, and 
would still have his own income sufficient for his own pur- 
poses. But about one o’clock he came to the conclusion that 
it would be better to leave the matter alone. If she cared for 
him, and could trust him, and was worthy also that he 
should trust her, no omission of such a statement would 
deter her from coming to him: and if there were no such 
trust, it would not be created by any such assurance on his 
part. So he read the letter over twice, sealed it, and took it 
up, together with his bed candle, into his bedroom. Now 
that the letter was written it seemed to be a thing fixed by 
fate that it must go. He had written it that he might see how 
it looked when written; but now that it was written, there 
remained no doubt but that it must be sent. So he went to 
bed, with the letter on the toilette-table beside bim; and 
early in the morning — so early as to make it seem that the 
importance of the letter had disturbed his rest — ^he sent it 
off by a special messenger to BoxaU HiU. 

“Fse waitfor an answer?” said the boy. 

“No,” said the doctor; “leave the letter, andcomeaway.” 

The breakfast hour was not very early at BoxaU HUl in 
these summer months. Frank Gresham, no doubt, went 
round his farm before he came in for prayers, and his wife 
was probably looking to the butter in me dairy. At any rate, 
they did not meet till near ten, and therefore, though the 
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ride from Greshamsbury to Bosall Hill was nearly two 
hours’ work. Miss Dunstable had her letter inher ownroom 
before she came down. 

She read it in silence as she was dressing, while the maid 
was with her m the room; but she made no sign which 
could induce her Abigail to think that the epistle was more 
than ordinarily important. She read it, and then quietly re- 
folding it and placing it in the envelope, she put it down on 
the table at which she was sitting. It was full fifteen minutes 
afterwards that she begged her servant to see if Mrs. Gre- 
sham were stiU in her owm room. “Because I want to see her 
for five minutes, alone, before breakfast,” said Miss Dun- 
stable. 

“You traitor; you false, black traitor!” were the first 
words which Miss Dunstable spoke when she found her- 
self alone wdth her friend. 

“Why, what’s the matter?” 

“I did not think there was so much mischief in you, nor 
so keen and commonplace a desire for match-making. Look 
here. Read the first four lines; not more, if you please; the 
rest is private. Whose is the other judgment of whom your 
uncle speaks in his letter?” 

“Oh, Miss Dunstable! I must read it all.” 

“Indeed you’U do no such thing. You think it’s a love- 
letter, I daresay; but indeed there’s not a word about love 
init.” 

“I know he has offered. I shall be so glad, for I know you 
like him.” 

“He teUs me that I am an old woman, and insinuates that 
I may probably be an old fool.” 

“I am sure he does not say that.” 

“Ah! butl’msurethathedoes. Theformeris true enough, 
and I never complain of the truth. But as to the latter, I am 
by no means so certain that it is tme — ^not in the sense that 
he means it.” 

“Dear, dearest woman, don’t go on in that way now. Do 
speak out to me, and speak -without j esting.” 
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“WLose was the other judgment to whom he trusts so 
imp licitly? Tell me that.” 

“Mine, mine, of course. No one else can have spoken to 
liim aboutit. Of course I talked to him.” 

“And what did you tell him?” 

“I told him ” 

“Well, out with it. Let me have the real facts. Mind, I teU 
you fairly that you had no right to teU him anything. What 
passed between us, passed in confidence. But let us hear 
whatyou did say.” 

“I told him that you would have him if he offered.” And 
Mrs. Gresham, as she spoke, looked into her friend’s face 
doubtingly, not knowing whether in very truth Miss Dun- 
stable were pleased with her or displeased. If she were dis- 
pleased, then how had her uncle been deceived! 

“You told him that as afact?” 

“I told him that I thought so.” 

“Then I suppose I am bound to have him,” said Miss 
Dunstable, dropping the letter on to the floor in mock 
despair. 

“My dear, dear, dearest woman!” said Mrs. Gresham, 
bursting into tears, and throwing herself on to her friend’s 
neck. 

“Mind you are a dutiful niece,” said Miss Dunstable. 
“And now let me go and finish dressing.” 

In the course of the afternoon, an answer was sent back 
to Greshamsbury, in these words: — 

“Dear Dr. Thorne, — ^I do and will trust you in every- 
thing; and it shall be as you would have it. Mary writes to 
you; but do not believe a word she says. I never wUl again, 
for she has behaved so bad in this matter. 

“Yours affectionately and very truly, 

“Martha Dunstable.” 

“And so I am going to marry the richest woman in 
England,” said Dr. Thorne to himself, as he sat down that 
day to his mutton-chop. 



CHAPTER XL 
Internecine 


I T must be conceived that there was some feeling of tri- 
umph at Plumstead Episcopi, when the wife of the rector 
returned home with her daughter, the bride elect of the 
Lord DumbeUo. The heir of the Marquis of Hardetop was, 
in wealth, the most considerable unmarried young noble- 
man of the day; he was noted, too, as a man difficult to be 
pleased, as one who was very fine and who gave himself 
airs, — and to have been selected as the wife of such a rnan 
as tliis was a great thing for the daughter of a parish clergy- 
man. We have seen in what manner the happy girl’s mo- 
ther communicated the fact to Lady Lufton, hiding, as it 
were, her pride under a veil; and we have seen also how 
meekly the happy girl bore her own great fortune, applying 
herself humbly to the packing of her clothes, as though she 
ignored her own glory. 

But nevertheless there was triumph at Plumstead Epi- 
scopi. The mother, when she returned home, began to feel 
that she had bem thoroughly successful in the great object 
of her life. While she was yet in London she had hardly 
realized her satisfaction, and there were doubts then whe- 
ther the cup might not be dashed from her Hps before it was 
tasted. It might be that even the son of the Marquis of 
Hardetop was subject to parental authority, and that bar- 
riers should spring up between Griselda and her coronet; 
but there had been nothing of the kind. The archdeacon 
had been closeted with the marquis, and Mrs. Grantiy had 
been doseted with the marchioness; and though neither of 
those noble persons had expressed themselves gratified by 
their son’s proposed marriage, so also neither of them had 
made any attempt to prevent it. Lord DumbeUo was a man 
who had a wiU of his own — as the Grantlys boasted amongst 
themselves. Poor Griselda! the day mayperhaps come when 
this fact of her lord’s masterful will may not to her be mat- 
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ter of much boasting. But in London, as I was saying, there 
had been no time for an appreciation of the family joy. The 
work to be done was nervous in its nature, and self-glorifi- 
cation might have been fatal; but now, when they were safe 
at Plumstead, the great truth burst upon them in aU its 
splendour. 

Mrs. Grantly had but one daughter, and the formation of 
that child’s character and her establishment in the world 
had been the one main object of the mother’s life. Of Gris- 
elda’s great beauty the Plumstead household had long been 
conscious; of her discretion also, of her conduct, and of her 
demeanour there had been no doubt. But the father had 
sometimes hinted to the mother that he did not think that 
Grizzy was quite so clever as her brothers. ‘T don’t agree 
withyouatall,” Mrs. Grantly had answered. “Besides, what 
youcallclevemessisnotataIlnecessaryinagirl;sheispeifect- 
lylady-like;evenyouwon’tdenythat.”Thearchdeaconhad 
never wished to deny it, and was now fain to admit that what 
he had called cleverness was not necessary in a young lady. 

At this period of the family glory the archdeacon him- 
self was kept a little in abeyance, and was hardly allowed 
free intercourse with his own magnificent child. Indeed, to 
give him his due, it must be said of him that he would not 
consent to walk in the triumphal procession which moved 
with stately step, to andfro, through the Barchester regions . 
He kissed his daughter and blessed her, and bade her love 
her husband and be a good wife; but such injunctions as 
these, seeing how splendidly she had done her duty in se- 
curing to herself a marquis, seemed out of place and almost 
vulgar. Girls about to marry curates or sucking barristers 
should be told to do their duty in that station of life to 
which God might be calling them; but it seemed to be al- 
most an impertinence in a father to give such an injunction 
to afuture marchioness. 

“I do not think that you have any ground for fear on her 
behalf,” said Mrs. Grantly, “seeing in what way she has 
hitherto conducted herself.” 
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“She has been a good ghrl,” sdd the archdeacon, “but 
she is about to be placed in a position of great temptation 

“She has a strength of mind suited for any position,” re- 
plied Airs. Grantly, vain-gloriously. 

But nevertheless even the archdeacon moved about 
through the close at Barchester ■with a somewhat prouder 
step since the tidings of this alliance had become known 
there. The time had been — ^in the latter days of his father’s 
lifetime — ^when he was the greatest man of the close. The 
dean had been old and infirm, and Dr. Grantly had -wielded 
the bishop’s authority. But since that things had altered. A 
new bishop had come there, absolutely hostile to btm . A 
new dean had also come, who was not only his friend, but 
the brother-in-law of his wife; but even this advent had 
lessened the authority of the archdeacon. The -vicars choral 
did not hang upon his words as they had been wont to do, 
and the minor canons smiled in return to his smile less 
obseqmously when they met him in the clerical circles of 
Barchester. But now it seemed that his old supremacy was 
restored to him. In the minds of many men an archdeacon, 
who was the father-in-law of a marquis, was himself as 
good as any bishop. He did not say much of his new con- 
nection to others beside the dean, but he was conscious of 
the fact, and conscious also of the reflected glory which 
shone around his own head. 

But as regards Airs. Grantly it may be said that she mov- 
ed in an unending procession of stately ovation. It must not 
be supposed that she continually talked to her friends and 
neighbours of Lord Dxzmbello and the marchioness. She 
was by far too -wise for such folly as that. The coming alli- 
ance having been once announced, the name of Hartletop 
was hardly mentioned by her out of her o-wn domestic 
circle. But she assumed, with an ease that was surprising 
even to herself, the airs and graces of a mighty woman. She 
went through her workof morning calls as as though it were 
her business to be affable to the coimtry gentry. She aston- 
ished her sister, the dean’s wife, by the simplicity of her 
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grandeur; and condescended to Mrs. Proudie in a manner 
which nearly broke that lady’s heart. “I shall be even with 
her yet,” said Mrs. Proudie to herself, who had contrived 
to learn various very deleterious circumstances respecting 
the Hardetop family since the news about Lord DumbeUo 
and Griselda had become known to her. 

Grisdda herself was carried about in the procession, tak- 
ing but Utde part in it of her own, like an Eastern god. She 
suffered her mother’s caresses and smiled in her mother’s 
face as she listened to her own praises, but her triumph was 
apparently within. To no one md she say much on the sub- 
ject, and greatly disgusted the old family housekeeper by 
declining altogether to discuss the future DumbeUo mhmge. 
To her aunt, Mrs. Arabia, who strove hard to lead her into 
some open-hearted speech as to her future aspirations, she 
was perfectly impassive. “Oh, yes, aunt, of course,” and 
“I’U think about it, aunt Eleanor,” or “Of course I shaU do 
that if Lord DumbeUo wishes it.” Nothing beyond this 
could be got from her; and so, after half-a-dozen ineffectual 
attempts, Mrs . Arabin abandoned the matter. 

But then there arose the subject of clothes — of the wed- 
ding trousseau! Sarcastic people are wont to say that the 
taUor makes the man. Were I such a one, I might certainly 
assert that the milliner makes the bride. As regarding her 
bridehood, in distinction either to her girlhood or her wife- 
hood — as being a Une of plain demarcation between those 
two periods of a woman’s life — ^the milliner does do much 
to make her. She would be hardly a bride if the trousseau 
were not there. A girl married without some such append- 
age would seem to pass into the condition of a wife with- 
out any such line of demarcation. In that moment in which 
she finds herself in the first fruition of her marriage finery 
she becomes a bride; and in that other moment when she 
begins to act upon the finest of these things as clothes to be 
packed up, she becomes a wife. 

When this subject was discussed Griselda displayed no 
lack of a becoming interest. She went to work steadUy, 
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slowly, and almost with solemnity, as though the business 
in hand were one which it would be wicked to treat with 
impatience. She even struck her mother with awe by the 
grandeur of her ideas and the depth of her theories. Nor let 
it be supposed that she rushed away at once to the consider- 
ation of the great fabric which was to be the ultimate sign 
and mark of her status, the quintessence of her briding, the 
outer veil, as it were, of the tabernacle — ^namely, her wed- 
ding-dress. As a great poet works himself up by degrees to 
that inspiration which is necessary for the grand turning 
point of his epic, so did she slowly approach the hallowed 
grotxnd on which she would sit, with her ministers around 
her, when about to discuss the nature, the extent, the de- 
sign, the colouring, the structure, and the ornamentation 
of that momentous piece of apparel. No; there was much in- 
deed to be done before she came to this; and as the poet, to 
whom I have already alluded, first invokes his muse, and 
then brings tds smaller events gradually out upon his stage, 
so did Miss Grantly with sacred fervour ask her mother’s 
aid, and then prepare her list of aU those articles of xinder- 
clothing which must be the substratum for the visible mag- 
nificence of her trousseau. 

Money was no obj ect. We all know what that means; and 
frequently understand, when the words are used, that a 
blaze of splendour is to be attained at the cheapest possible 
price. But, in this instance, money was no object; — such an 
amount of money, at least, as could by any possibility be 
spent on a lady^s clothes, independently of her j ewels . With 
reference to diamonds and suchlike, thearchdeaconat once 
declared his intention of taking the matter into his own 
hands — except in so far as Lord DumbeUo, or the Harde- 
top interest, might be pleased to participate in the selection. 
Nor was Mrs. Grantly sorry for such a decision. She was 
not an impmdent woman, and would have dreaded the re- 
sponsibility of trusting herself on such an occasion among 
the dangerous temptations of a j eweller’s shop. But as far as 
silks and satins went — ^in the matter of French bonnets. 
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muslins, velvets, hats, riding-habits, artificial flo'wers,head- 
gilding, curious nettings, enamelled buckles, golden tag- 
ged bobbins, andmechanicalpetticoats — as regarded shoes, 
and gloves, and corsets, and stockings, and linen, and flan- 
nel, and calico — ^money, I may conscientiously assert, was 
no object. And, under these circumstances, Griselda Grant- 
ly went to work with a solemn industry and a steady per- 
severance that was beyond all praise. 

“I hope she wiU be happy,” Mrs. Arabin said to her sis- 
ter, as the two were sitting together in the dean’s drawing- 
room. 

“Oh, yes; I think she wfll. Why should she not?” said the 
mother. 

“Oh, no; I know of no reason. But she is going up into a 
station so much above her own in the eyes of the world that 
one c anno t but feel anxious for her.” 

“I should feel much more anxious if she were going to 
marry a poor man,” said Mrs. Grantly. “Ithas always seem- 
ed to me that Griselda was fitted for a high position; that 
nature intended her for rank and state. You see that she is 
not a bit elated. She takes it all as if it were her own by right. 
I do not think that there is any danger that her head will be 
turned, if you mean that.” 

“I was thinking rather of her heart,” said Mrs. Arabin. 

“She never would have taken Lord Dumbello without 
loving him,” said Mrs. Grantly, speaking rather quickly. 

“That is not quite what I mean either, Susan. I am sure 
she would not have accepted him had she not loved him. 
But it is so hard to keep the heart fresh among all the gran- 
deurs of high rank; and it is harder for a girl to do so who 
has not been bom to it, than for one who has enjoyed it as 
her birthright.” 

“I don’t quite understand about fresh hearts,” said Mrs. 
Grantly, pettishly. “If she does her duty, and loves her hus- 
band, and fills the position in which C^d has placed her 
with propriety, I don’t know that we need look for any- 
thing more. I don’t at all approve of the plan of frightening 
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a yoking girl when she is making her first outset into the 

world.” 

“No; I wotdd not frighten her. I think it would be al- 
most dfficult to frighten Griselda.” 

“I hope it would. The great matter with a girl is whether 
she has been brought up with proper notions as to a wo- 
man’s duty. Of course it is not for me to boast on this sub- 
ject. Such as she is, I, of course, am responsible. But I must 
own that I do not see occasion to wish for any change.” 
And then the subject was allowed to drop. 

Am ong those of her relations who wondered much at 
the girl’s fortune, but allowed themselves to say but litde, 
was her grandfather, Mr. Harding. He was an old clergy- 
man, plain and simple in his manners, and not occupying a 
very prominent position, seeing that he was only precentor 
to the chapter. He was loved by his daughter, Mrs . Grandy, 
and was treated by the archdeacon, if not invariably with 
the highest respect, at least always with consideration and 
regard. But, old and plain as he was, the young people at 
Plumstead did not hold him in any great reverence. He was 
poorer than their other relatives, and made no attempt to 
hold his head high in Barsetshire circles. Moreover, in these 
latter days, the home of his heart had been at the deanery. 
He had, iudeed, a lodging of his own in the city, but was 
gradually allowing himself to be weaned away from it. He 
had his own bedroom in the dean’s house, his own arm- 
chair in the dean’s library, and his own corner on a sofa in 
Mrs. Dean’s drawing-room. It was not, therefore, neces- 
sary that he should interfere greatly in this coming mar- 
riage; but still it became his duty to say a word of congratu- 
lation to his granddaughter, — and perhaps to say a word of 
advice. 

“Grizay, my dear,” he said to her — ^he always called her 
Grizzy, but the endearment of the appellation had never 
been appreciated by the young lady — “come and kiss me, 
and let me congratulate you on your great promotion. I do 
so very heartily.” 



Internecine 205 

“Thank you, grandpapa,” she said, touching his fore- 
head with her lips, thus being, as it were, very sparing with 
her kiss. But those lips now were august and reserved for 
nobler foreheads than that of an old cathedral hack. For 
Mr. Harding stM chanted the Litany from Sunday to Sun- 
day, unceasingly, standing at that well-known desk in the 
cathedral choir; and Griselda had a thought in her mind 
that when the Hardetop people should hear of the practice 
they would not be delighted. Dean and archdeacon might 
be very well, and if her grandfather had even been a pre- 
bendary, she might have put up with him; but he had, she 
thought, almost disgraced his family in being, at his age, 
one of the working menial clergy of the cathedral. She 
kissedhim, therefore, spariagly,andresolvedthatherwords 
with him should be few. 

“You are going to be a great lady, Grizzy,” said he. 

“Umph!” said she. 

What was she to say when so addressed? 

“And I hope you wiU be happy, — and make others hap- 
py.” 

“I hope I shall,” said she. 

“But always think most about the latter, my dear. Think 
about the happiness of those around you, andyour own will 
come without thinking. You imderstand that; do you noti*” 

“Oh, yes, I understand,” she said. 

As they were speaking Mr. Harding stiU held her hand, 
but Griselda left it with him unwillin^y, and therefore un- 
graciously, looking as though she were dragging it from 
him. 

“And Gidzzy — believe it is quite as easy for a rich 
countess to be happy, as for a dairymaid ” 

Griselda gave her head a little chuck which was pro- 
duced by two dififerent operations of her mind. The first 
was a reflection that her grandpapa was robbing her of her 
rank. She was to be a rich marchioness. And the second 
was a feeling of anger at the old man for comparing her lot 
to that of a dairymaid. 
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“Quite as easy, I believe,” continued he; “though others 
will tell you that it is not so. But with the countess as with 
the dairymaid, it must depend on the woman herself. Being 
a countess — ^that fact alone won’t make you happy.” 

“Lord Dumbello at present is only a viscount,” said 
Griselda. “There is no earl’s title in the family.” 

“Oh! I did not know,” said Mr. Harding, relinquishing 
his granddaughter’s hand; and, after that, he troubled her 
with no further advice. 

Both Mrs. Proudie and the bishop had called at Plum- 
stead since Mrs. Grantly had come back from London, and 
the ladies from Plumstead, of course, returned the visit. It 
was natural that the Grantlys and Proudies should hate 
each other. They were essentially church people, and their 
views on all church matters were antagonistic. They had 
been compelled to fight for supremacy in the diocese, and 
neither family had so conquered the other as to have be- 
come capable of magnanimity and good-humour. They 
did hate each other, and this hatred had, at one time, al- 
most produced an absolute disseverance of even the court- 
esies which are so necessary between a bishop and bis 
clergy. But the bitterness of this rancour had been over- 
come, and the ladies of the families had continued on visit- 
ing terms. 

But now this match was almost more than Mrs. Proudie 
could bear. The great disappointment which, as she well 
knew, the Grantlys had encountered in that matter of the 
proposed new bishopric had for the moment mollified her. 
She had been able to talk of poor dear Mrs. Grantly! “She 
is heartbroken, you know, in this matter, and the repetition 
of such misfortunes is hard to bear,” she had been heard to 
say, with a complacency which had been quite becoming to 
her. But now that complacency was at an end. Olivia Prou- 
die had just accepted a widowed preacher at a district church 
in Bethnal Green — a man with three children, who was de- 
pendent on pew-rents; and Griselda Grantly was engaged 
to the eldest son of the Marquis of Hartletop! When wo- 
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men are enjoined to forgive their enemies it cannot be in- 
tended that such wrongs as these should be included. 

But Mrs. Proudie’s courage was nothing daunted. It may 
be boasted of her that nothing could daunt her courage. 
Soon after her return to Barchester, she and Olivia — Oli- 
via being very tmwilling — ^had driven over to Plumstead, 
and, not fin di n g the Grantlys at home, had left their cards; 
and now, at a proper interval, Mrs. Grantly and Griselda 
returned the visit. It was the first time that Miss Grantly 
had been seen by the Proudie ladies since the fact of her 

that passed might be lik- 
ened to a crowd of flowers on a hedge rosebush. They 
were beautiful to the eye, but were so closely environed 
by thorns that they could not be plucked without great 
danger. As long as the compliments were allowed to re- 
main on the hedge — ^while no attempt was made to gar- 
ner them and realize their fruits for enjoyment — ^they did 
no mischief; but the first finger that was put forth for such 
a purpose was soon drawn back, marked with spots of 
blood. 

“Of course it is a great match for Griselda,” said Mrs. 
Grantly, in a whisper the meekness of which would have 
disarmed an enemy whose weapons were less firmly clutch- 
ed than those of Mrs. Proudie; “but, independently of that, 
the connection is one which is gratifying in many ways.” 

“Oh, no doubt,” said Mrs. Proudie. 

“Lord DumbeUo is so completely his own master,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Grantly, and a slight, unintended semi-tone of 
triumph mingled itself with the meekness of that whisper. 

“And is Hkely to remain so, from aU I hear,” said Mrs. 
Proudie, and the scratched hand was at once drawn back. 

“Of course the estab ” and then Mrs. Proudie, who 

was blandly continuing her list of congratulations, whis- 
pered her sentence dose into the ear of Mrs. Grandy, so 
that not a word of what she said might be audible by the 
young people. 


engagement had become known. 
The first bevy of compliments 
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“I never heard a word of it,” said Mrs. Grantly, gather- 
ing herself up, “and I don’t believe it.” 

“Oh, I may be wrong; and I’m sure I hope so. But young 
men will be young men, you know; — ^and children will take 
after their parents. I suppose you will see a great deal of the 
Duke of Omnium now.” 

But Mrs. Grantly was not a woman to be knocked down 
and trampled on without resistance; and though she had 
been lacerated by the rosebush she was not as yet placed 
altogether bars de combat. She said some word about the 
Duke of Omnium very tranquilly, speaking of him merely 
as a Barsetshire proprietor, and then, smiling with her 
sweetest smUe, expressed a hope that she might soon have 
the pleasure of becoming acquainted with Mr. Tickler; and 
as she spoke she made a pretty little bow towards Ohvia 
Proudie. Now Mr. Tickler was the worthy clergyman at- 
tached to the district church at Bethnal Green. 

“He’U be down here in August,” said Olivia, boldly, de- 
termined not to be shamefaced about her love affairs . 

“You’ll be starring it about the Continent by that time, 
my dear,” said Mrs. Proudie to Griselda. “Lord Dumbello 
is well known at Homburg and Ems, and places of that 
sort; so you will find yourself quite at home. ” 

“We are going to Rome,” said Griselda, maj esticaUy . 

“I suppose Mr. Tickler will come into the diocese soon,” 
said Mrs. Grantly. “I remember heating him very favour- 
ably spokenof by Mr. Slope, who was afriendof tus.” 

Nothing short of a fixed resolve on the part of Mrs. 
Grantly tmt the time had now come in which she must 
throw away her shield and stand behind her sword, declare 
war to the knife, and neither give nor take quarter, could 
have justified such a speech as this. Any allusion to Mr. 
Slope acted on Mrs. Proudie as a red cloth is supposed to 
act on a bull; but when that allusion connected the name of 
!Mr. Slope in a friendly bracket with that of Mrs. Proudie’s 
future son-in-law it might be certain that the effect would 
be terrific. And there was more than this: for that very Mr. 
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Slope had once entertained audacious hopes — hopes not 
thought to be audacious by the young lady herself — ^with 
reference to Miss Olivia Proudie. AU this Mrs. Grantly 
knev?-, and, knowing it, stiU dared to mention his name. 

The countenance of Mrs. Proudie became darkened with 
black anger, and the polished smile of her company man- 
ners gave place before the outraged feelings of her nature. 

“The man you speak of, Mrs. Grantly,” said she, “was 
never known as a friend by Mr. Tickler.” 

“Oh, indeed,” said Mrs. Grantly. “Perhaps I have made 
a mistake. I am sure I have heard Mr. Slope mention him.” 

“When Mr. Slope was running after your sister, Mrs. 
Grantly, and was encouraged by her as he was, you perhaps 
saw more of him than I did.” 

“Mrs. Proudie, that was never the case.” 

“I have reason to know that the archdeacon conceived it 
to be so, and that he was very unhappy about it.” Now this, 
uofortunately, was a fact which Mrs. Grantly coxild not 
deny. 

“The archdeacon may have been mistaken about Mr. 
Slope,” she said, “as were some other people at Barchester. 
But it was you, I think, Mrs . Proudie, who were responsible 
for bringing himhere.” 

Mrs. Grantly, at this period of the engagement, might 
have inflicted a fatal wound by referring to poor Olivia’s 
former love affairs, but she was not destitute of generosity. 
Even in the extremest heat of the batde she knew how to 
spare the young and tender. 

“When I came here, Mrs. Grandy, I Htde dreamed what 
a depth of wickedness might be found in the very close of a 
cathedral city,” said Mrs. Proudie. 

“Then, for dear Olivia’s sake, pray do not bring poor 
Mr. Tickler to Barchester.” 

“Mr. Tickler, Mrs. Grandy, is a mm of assured morals 
and of a highly religious tone of thinking. I wish every one 
could be so safe as regards their daughters’ future pros- 
pects as I am.” 

P 
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“Yes, I know lie has the advantage of being a family 
man,” saidMrs. Grantly, getting up. “Good morning, Mrs. 
Proudie; good day, Olivia.” 

“A great deal better that than ” But the blow fell 

upon the empty air; for Mrs. Grantly had already escaped 
on to the staircase while Olivia was ringing the beU for the 
servant to attend the front-door. 

Mrs. Grantly, as she got into her carriage, smiled slight- 
ly, thinking of the battle, and as she sat down she gendy 
pressed her daughter’s hand. But Mrs. Proudie’s face was 
still dark as Acheron when her enemy withdrew, and with 
angry tone she sent her daughter to her work. “Mr. Tickler 
will have great reason to complain if, in your position, you 
indulge such habits of idleness,” she said. Therefore I con- 
ceive that I am justifiedin saying that in that encounter Mrs. 
Grantly was the conqueror. 


CHAPTER XLI 
DonQaixote 

O N the day on which Lucy had her interview with 
Lady Lufton the dean dined at Framley Parsonage. 
He andRobarts had known each other since the lat- 
ter had been in the diocese, and now, owing to Mark’s pre- 
ferment in the chapter, had become almost intimate. The 
dean was greatly pleased with the manner in which poor 
Mr. Crawley’s children had been conveyed away fcomHog- 
glestock, and was inclined to open his heart to the whole 
Framley household. As he still had to ride home he could 
only allow himself to remain half an hour after dinner, but 
in that half-hour he said a great deal about Crawley, com- 
plimented Robarts on the manner in which he was playing 
the part of the Good Samaritan, and then by degrees in- 
formed him that it had come to his, the dean’s ears, before 
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he left Barchester, that a writ was in the hands of certain 
persons in the city, enabling them to seize — ^he did not 
know whether it was the person or the property of the 
vicar of Framley. 

The fact was that these tidings had been conveyed to the 
dean with the express intent that he might put Robarts on 
his guard; but the task of speaking on such a subject to a 
brother clergyman had been so tmpleasant to him that he 
had been unable to iatroduce it till the last five minutes be- 
fore his departure. 

“I hope you will not put it down as an impertinent inter- 
ference,” said the dean, apologizing. 

“No,” said Mark; “no, I do not think that.” He was so 
sad at heart that he hardly knew how to speak of it. 

“I do not understand much about such matters,” said the 
dean; “but I think, if I were you, I should go to a lawyer. I 
should imagine that anything so terribly disagreeable as an 
arrest might be avoided.” 

“It is a hard case,” said Mark, pleading his own cause. 
“Though these men have this claim againstme, Ihavenever 
received a shilling either in money or money’s worth.” 

“And yet your name is to the bills!” said the dean. 

“Y es, my name is to the bills, certainly, but it was to ob- 
ligeafriend.” 

And then the dean, having given his advice, rode away. 
He could not understand how a clergyman, situated as was 
Mr. Robarts, could find himself called upon by friendship 
to attach his name to accommodation bills which he had 
not the power of liquidating when due! 

On that evening they were both wretched enough at the 
parsonage. Hitherto Mark had hoped that perhaps, after 
all, no absolutely hostile steps would be tak^n against him 
with reference to these bills. Some unforeseen chance might 
occur in his favour, or the persons holding them might con- 
sent to take small instalments of payment from time to 
time; but now it seemed that the evil day was actually com- 
ing upon him at a blow. He had no longer any secrets from 
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his wife. Should he go to a lawyer? aud if so, to what law- 
yer? And when he had found Ids lawyer, what should he 
say to him? Mrs. Robarts at one time suggested that every- 
thing should be told to Lady Lufton. Mark, however, could 
not bring himself to do that. “It would seem,” he said, “as 
though I wanted her to lend me the money.” 

On the following morning Mark did ride into Barches- 
ter, dreading, however, lest he should be arrested on his 
journey, and he did see a lawyer. During his absence two 
calls were made at the parsonage — one by a very rough- 
looking individual, who left a suspicious document in the 
hands of the servant, purporting to be an invitation — ^not 
to dinner — ^from one of the judges of the land; and the 
other call was made by Lady Liifton in person. 

Mrs. Robarts had determined to go down to Framley 
Court on that day. In accordance with her usual custom she 
would have been there within an hour or two of Lady Luf- 
ton’s return from London, but things between them were 
not now as they usually had been. This affair of Lucy’s must 
make a difference, let them both resolve to the contrary as 
they might. And, indeed, Mrs. Robarts had found that the 
closeness of her intimacy with Framley Court had been 
diminishing from day to day since Lucy had first begun to 
be on friendly terms with Lord Lufton. Since that she had 
been less at Framley Court than usual; she had heard 
from Lady Lufton less frequently by letter during her ab- 
sence than she had done in former years, and was aware 
that she was less implicitly trusted with all the affairs of the 
parish. This had not made her angry, for she was in a man- 
ner conscious that it must be so. It made her unhappy, but 
what could she do? She could not blame Lucy, nor could 
she blame Lady Lxifton. Lord Lufton she did blame, but 
she did so in the hearing of no one but her husband. 

Her mind, however, was made up to go over and bear 
the first brunt of her ladyship’s arguments, when she was 
stopped by her ladyship’s arrival. If it were not for this ter- 
rible matter of Lucy’s love — & matter on which they could 
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not now be silent when they met — ^there would be twenty 
subjects of pleasant, or, at any rate, not unpleasant conver- 
sation. But even then there would be those terrible bills 
over her conscience, and almost crushing her by 
their weight. At the moment in which Lady Lufton walked 
up to the drawing-room window, Mrs. Robarts held in her 
hand that ominous invitation from the judge. Would it not 
be well that she should make a clean breast of it all, disre- 
garding what her husband had said? It might be well: only 
this — she had never yet done anything in opposition to her 
husband’s wishes. So she hid the slip within her desk, and 
left the matter open to consideration. 

The interview commenced with an affectionate embrace, 
as was a matter of course. “Dear Fanny,” and “Dear Lady 
Lufton,” was said between them with all the usual warmth. 
And then the first inquiry was made about the children, and 
the second about the school. For a minute or two Mrs. 
Robarts thought that perhaps, nothing was to be said about 
Lucy. If it pleased Lady Lufton to be silent, she, at least, 
would not commence the subject. 

Then there was a word or two spoken about Mirs. Pod- 
gens’ baby, after which Lady Lufton asked whether Fanny 
were alone. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Robarts. “Mark has gone over to Bar- 
chester.” 

“I hope he will not be long before he lets me see him. 
Perhaps he can caU to-morrow. Would you both come and 
dine to-morrow?” 

“Not to-morrow, I think. Lady Lufton; but Mark, I am 
sure, will go over and call.” 

“And why not come to dinner? I hope there is to be no 
change among us, eh, Fanny?” and Lady Lufton as she 
spoke looked into the other’s face in a m a nner which al- 
most made Mrs. Robarts get up and throw herself on her 
oldfriend’s neck. Where was she to find afriend who would 
give her such constant love as she had received from Lady 
Lufton? And who was kinder, better, more honest than she? 
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“Change! no, I hope not. Lady Lttfton;” and as she spoke 
the teats stood in her eyes. 

“Ah, but I shall think there is if you will not come to me 
as you used to do. You always used to come and dine with 
me the day I came home, as a matter of course.” 

\^^t could she say, poor woman, to this? 

“We were all in confusion yesterday about poor Mrs. 
Crawley, and the dean dined here; he had been over at Hog- 
glestock to see his friend.” 

“I have heard of her illness, and will go over and see 
what ought to be done. Don’t you go, do you hear, Fanny? 
You with your yotmg children! I should never forgive you 
if you did.” 

And then Mrs. Robarts explained how Lucy had gone 
there, and sent the four children back to Framley, and was 
herself now staying at Hogglestock with the obj ect of nurs- 
ing Mrs. Crawley. In telling the story she abstained from 
praising Lucy with all the strong language which she would 
have used had not Lucy’s name and character been at the 
present moment of peculiar import to Lady Lufton; but 
nevertheless she could not tell it without dwelling much on 
Lucy’s kindness. It would have been ungenerous to Lady 
Lufton to make much of Lucy’s virtue at this present mo- 
ment, but unjust to Lucy to make nothing of it. 

“And she is actually with Mrs. Crawley now?” asked 
Lady Lufton. 

“Oh, yes; Mark left her there yesterday afternoon.” 

“And the four children are all here in the house?” 

“Not exactly in the house — ^that is, not as yet. We have 
arranged a sort of quarantine hospital over the coach- 
house.” 

“What, where Stubbs lives?” 

“Yes; Stubbs and his wife have come into the house, and 
the children are to remain up there tiU the doctor says that 
there is no danger of infection. I have not even seen my 
visitors myself as yet,” saidMrs. Robarts withaslightlaugh. 

“Dear me!” said Lady Lufton. “I declare you have been 
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veiy prompt. And so Miss Robarts is over there! I should 
have thought Mr. Crawley would have made a difficulty 
about the children.” 

“Well, he did; but they kidnapped them, — ^that is, Lucy 
and Mark did. The dean gave me such an account of it. 
Lucy brought them out by two’s and packed ^em in the 
pony-carriage, and then Mark drove off at a gallop while 
Mr. Crawley stood caUing to them in the road. The dean 
was there at the time and saw it aU.” 

“That Miss Lucy of yours seems to be a very determined 
young lady when she takes a thing into her head,” said 
Lady Lufton, now sitting down for the first time. 

“Yes, she is,” said Mrs. Robarts, having laid aside all her 
pleasant animation, for the discussion which she dreaded 
was now at hand. 

“A very determined young lady,” continued Lady Luf- 
ton. “Of course, my dear Fanny, you know aU this about 
Ludovic and your sister-in-law?” 

“ Y es, she has told me about it.” 

“It is very unfortunate — ^very.” 

“I do not think Lucy has been to blame,” said Mrs. Rob- 
arts; and as she spoke the blood was already mounting to 
her cheeks. 

“Do not be too anxious to defend her, my dear, before 
any one accuses her. Whenever a person does that it looks 
as though their cause were weak. ” 

“But my cause is not weak as far as Lucy is concerned; I 
feel quite sure that she has not been to blame.” 

“I know how obstinate you can be, Fanny, when you 
think it necessary to dub yourself any one’s champion. Don 
Quixote was not a better knight-errant than you are. But is 
it not a pity to take up your lance and shield before an ene- 
my is within sight or hearing? But that was ever the way 
with your Don Quixotes.” 

“Perhaps there may be an enemy in ambush.” That was 
Mrs. Robarts’ thought to herself, but she did not dare to 
express it, so she remained silent. 
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“My only hope is,” continued Lady Lufton, “that when 
my back is turned you fight as gallantly for me.” 

“Ah, you are never under a cloud, like poor Lucy. ” 

“Am I not? But, Fanny, you do not see all the clouds. 
The sim does not always shine for any of us, and the down- 
poriring rain and the heavy wind scatter also my fakest 
flowers, — as they have done hers, poor girl. Dear Fanny, I 
hope it may be long before any cloud comes across the 
brightness of your heaven. Of all the creatures I know you 
are the one most fitted for quiet continued simshine.” 

And then Mrs. Robarts did get up and embrace her 
friend, thus hiding the tears which were running down her 
face. Continued sunshine indeedi A dark spot had already 
gathered on her horizon, which was likely to fall in a very 
waterspout of rain. "What was to come of that terrible no- 
tice which was now lying in the desk under Lady Lufton’s 
very arm? 

“But I am not come here to croak like an old raven,” con- 
tinued Lady Lufton, when she had brought this embrace to 
an end. “It is probable that we all may have our sorrows; 
but I am quite sure of this, — ^that if we endeavour to do our 
duties honestly, we shall aU find our consolation and all 
have our joys also. And now, my dear, let you and I say a 
few words about this unfortunate affair. It would not be 
natural if we were to hold our tongues to each other; would 
it?” 

“I suppose not,” said Mrs. Robarts. 

“We should always be conceiving worse than the truth, 
— each as to the other’s thoughts. Now, some time ago, 
when I spoke to you about your sister-in-law and Ludovic 
— ^I daresay you remember ” 

“Oh, yes, I remember.” 

“We boih thought then that there would really be no 
danger. To tell you the plain truth I fancied, and indeed 
hoped, that his affections were engaged elsewhere; but I 
was altogether wrong then; wrong in thinkingit, and wrong 
in hoping it.” 
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Mrs. Robarts knew well that Lady Lufton was alluding 
to Griselda Grantly, but she conceived that it would be 
discreet to say nothing herself on that subject at present. 
She remembered, however, Lucy’s flashing eye when the 
possibility of Lord Lufton malmg such a marriage was 
spoken of in the pony-carriage, and could not but feel glad 
that Lady Lufton had been disappointed. 

“I do not at all impute any blame to Miss Robarts for 
what has occurred since,” continued her ladyship. “I wish 
you distincdy to understand that.” 

“I do not see how any one could blame her. She has be- 
haved so nobly.” 

“It is of no use inquiring whether any one can. It is suf- 
ficient that I do not.” 

“But I think that is hardly sufficient,” said hirs. Robarts, 
pertinaciously. 

“Is it not?” asked her ladyship, raising her eyebrows . 

“No. Only think what Lucy has done and is doing. If she 
had chosen to say that she would accept your son, I really 
do not know how you could have justly blamed her. I do 
not by any means say that I would have advised such a 
thing.” 

“I am glad of that, Fan n y.” 

“I have not given any advice; nor is it needed. I know no 
one more able than Lucy to see clearly, by her own judg- 
ment, what course she ought to pursue. I should be aftaid 
to advise one whose min d is so strong, and who, of her own 
nature, is so self-denying as she is. She is sacrificing herself 
now, because she will not be the means of bringing trouble 
and dissension between you and your son. If you ask me. 
Lady Lufton, I think you owe her a deep debt of gratitude. 
I do, indeed. And as for blaming her — ^what has she done 
that you possibly coxild blame?” 

“Don Quixote on horseback!” said Lady Lufton. “Fan- 
ny, I shall always call you Don Quixote, and some day or 
other I will get somebody to write your adventures . But the 
tmth is this, my dear: there has been imprudence. You may 
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call it mine, if you wiU — ^though I really hardly see how I 
am to take the blame. I could not do other than ask Miss 
Robarts to my house, and I could not very weU turn my son 
out of it. In point of fact, it has been the old story.” 

“Exacdy; the story that is as old as the world, and which 
will continue as long as people are bom into it. It is a story 
of God’s own teUing!” 

“But, my dear child, you do not mean that every yoimg 
gendeman and every young lady should fall in love with 
each other direcdy they meet! Such a doctrine would be 
very inconvenient.” 

“No, I do not mean that. Lord Lufton and Miss Grandy 
did not fall in love with each other, though you meant 
them to do so. But was it not quite as natural that Lord Luf- 
ton and Lucy should do so instead?” 

“It is generally thought, Fanny, that yoting ladies should 
not give loose to their affections until they have been certi- 
fied of their friends’ approval.” 

“And that young gendemen of fortune may amuse them- 
selves as they please! I know that is what the world teaches, 
but I cannot agree to the justice of it. The terrible sufferitig 
which Lucy has to endure makes me cry out against it. She 
did not seek your son. The moment she began to suspect 
that there might be danger she avoided him scrupidously. 
She would not go down to Framley Court, though her not 
doing so was remarked by yourself. She would hardly go 
out about the place lest she should meet him. She was con- 
tented to put herself altogether in the background till he 
should have pleased to leave the place. But he — ^became to 
her here, and insisted on seeing her. He found her when I 
was out, and declared himself determined to speak to her. 
What was she to do? She did tty to escape, but he stopped 
her at the door. Was it her fault that he made her an offer?” 
“My dear, no one has said so.” 

‘|Yes, but you do say so when you tell me that young 
laches should not give play to their affections without per- 
mission. He persisted in saying to her, here, all that it 
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pleased liiin, though she implored him to be sMent. I cannot 
tell the -words she used, but she did implore hi m.” 

“I do not doubt that she behaved well.” 

“But he — ^he persisted, and begged her to accept his 
hand. She refused him then. Lady Lufiton — ^not as some 
girls do, -with a mock reserve, not iotending to be taken at 
their words — ^but steadily, and, God forgive her, untruly. 
Kno-wing what your feelings would be, and knowing what 
the world would say, she declared to him that he was in- 
different to her. What more could she do in your behalf?” 
And then Mrs. Robarts paused. 

“I shall wait tiU you have done, Fanny.” 

“You spoke of girls giving loose to their affections. She 
did not do so. She went about her work exacdy as she had 
done before. She did not even speak to me of what had 
passed — ^not then, at least. She determined that it should all 
be as though it had never been. She had learned to love 
your son; but that was her misfortune, and she would get 
over it as she might. Tidings came to us here that he was 
engaged, or about to engage himself, to Miss Grantly 

“Those tidings were untrue.” 

“Yes, we know that now; but she did not know it then. 
Of course she could not but suffer; but she suffered -within 
herself.” Mrs. Robarts, as she said this, remembered the 
pony-carriage and how Puck had been beaten. “She made 
no complaint that he had ill-treated her — ^not even to her- 
self. She had thought it right to reject his offer; and there, 
as far as he was concerned, was to be an end of it.” 

“That would be a matter of course, I should suppose.” 

‘'‘But it was not a matter of course. Lady Lufton. He re- 
turned from London to Framley on purpose to repeat his 

offer. He sent for her brother You talk of a young lady 

waiting for her friends’ approval. In this matter who would 
be Lucy’s friends?” 

“You and Mr. Robarts, of course.” 

“Exactly; her only friends. Well, Lord Lufton sent for 
Mark and repeated his offer to him. Mind you, Mark had 



220 Framlet Parsonage 

never heard a word of this before, and you may guess 
whether or no he was surprised. Lord Lufton repeated his 
offer in the most formal manner and claimed permission to 
see Lucy. She refused to see him. She has never seen him 
since that day when, in opposition to all her efforts, he made 
his way into this room. Mark, — ^as I think very properly, — 
would have allowed Lord Lufton to come up here. Look- 
ing at both theit ages and position he could have had no 
right to forbid it. But Lucy positively refused to see your 
son and sent him a message instead, of the purport of which 
you are now aware — ^that she would never accept him un- 
less she did so at your request.” 

‘ ‘It was a very proper message.” 

“I say nothing about that. Had she accepted him I would 
not have blamed her: — and so I told her. Lady Lufton.” 

“I cannot understand you saying that, Fanny.” 

“Well; I did say so. I don’t want to argue now about my- 
self, — ^whether I was right or wrong, but I did say so. 
Whatever sanction I could give she would have had. But 
she again chose to sacrifice herself, although I beHeve she 
regards him with as true a love as ever a girl felt for a 
man. Upon my word I don’t know that she is right. Those 
considerations for the world may perhaps be carried too 
far.” 

“I think that she was perfectly right.” 

“Very well. Lady Lufton; I can understand that. But 
after such sacrifice on her part — a sacrifice made entirely to 
you — ^how can you talk of ‘not blaming her?’ Is that the 
language in which you speak of those whose conduct from 
first to last has been superlatively excellent? If she is open 
to blame at all, it is — ^it is ” 

But here Mrs. Robarts stopped herself. In defending her 
sister she had worked herself almost into a passion; but 
such a state of feeling was not customary to her, and now 
that she had spoken her mind she sank suddenly into silence. 

“It seems to me, Fanny, that you almost regret Miss 
Robarts’s decision,” said Lady Lufton. 
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“My wish in this matter is for her happiness, and I regret 
anything that may mar it.” 

“You think nothing then of our welfare, and yet I do not 
know to whom I might have looked for hearty friendship 
and for sympathy in difficulties, if not to you?” 

Poor Mrs. Robarts was almost upset by this. A few 
months ago, before Lucy’s arrival, she would have de- 
clared that the interests of Lady Lufton’s family would 
have been paramount with her, after and next to those of 
her own husband. And even now, it seemed to argue so 
black an ingratitude on her part — ^this accusation that she 
was indifferent to them! From her childhood upwards she 
had revered and loved Lady Lufton, and for years had 
taught herself to regard her as an epitome of all that was 
good and gracious in woman. Lady Lufton’s theories of 
life had been accepted by her as the right theories, and those 
whom Lady Lufton had liked she had liked. But now it 
seemed that all these ideas which it had taken a life to build 
up were to be thrown to the ground, because she was 
boundtodefendhersister-in-lawwhomshehadonly known 
for the last eight months. It was not that she regretted a 
word that she had spoken on Lucy’s behalf. Chance had 
thrown her and Lucy together, and, as Lucy was her sister, 
she should receive from her a sister’s treatment. But she did 
not the less feel how terrible would be the effect of any dis- 
severance from Lady Lufton. 

“Oh, Lady Lufton,” she said, “do not say that.” 

“But, Fanny, dear, I must speak as I find. You were talk- 
ing about clouds just now, and do you think that all this is 
not a cloud in my sky? Ludovic tells me that he is attached 
to Miss Robarts, and you teU me that she is attachedT to 
him; and I am called upon to decide between them. Her 
very act obliges me to do so.” 

“Dear Lady Lufton,” said Mrs. Robarts, springing from 
her seat. It seemed to her at the moment as though the 
whole difficulty were to be solved by an act of grace on the 
part of an old friend. 
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“And yet I cannot approve of such a marriage,” said 

LadyLufton. , , . ^ 

Mrs. Robarts returned to her seat saymg nothing fur- 

“Is not that a cloud on one’s horizon?” continued her 
ladyship. “Do you tbink that I can be basking in the sun- 
shine while I have such a weight upon my heart as than> 
Ludovic wiU soon be home, but instead of looking to his 
return with pleasure I dread it. I would prefer that he should 
remain in Norway. I would wish that he should stay away 
for months. And, Fanny, it is a great addition to my misfor- 
tune to feel that you do not sympathize with me.” 

Having said this, in a slow, sorrowful, and severe tone. 
Lady Lufton got up and took her departure. Of course Mrs. 
Robarts did not let her go without assuring her that she did 
sympathize with her, — did love her as she ever had loved 
her. But wounds cannot be cured as easily as they may be 
inflicted, and Lady Lufton went her way with much real 
sorrow at her heart. She was proud and masterful, fond of 
her own way, and much too careful of the worldly dignities 
to which her lot had called her: but she was a woman who 
could cause no sorrow to those she loved without deep sor- 
row to herself. 



CHAPTER XLII 
ToucbingPitch 

I N these hot midsummer days, the end of June and the 
beginning of July, Mr. Sowerby had but an uneasy time 
of it. At his sister’s instance, he had hurried up to Lon- 
don, and there had remained for days in attendance on the 
lawyers. He had to see new lawyers. Miss Dunstable’s men 
of business, quiet old cautious gentlemen whose place of 
business was in a dark alley behind the Bank, Messrs. Slow 
and Bideawtule by name, who had no scruple in detaining 
him for hours while they or their clerks talked to him about 
anything or about nothing. It was of vital consequence to 
Mr. Sowerby that this business of his should be settled 
without delay, and yet these men, to whose care this settling 
was now confided, went on as though law processes were a 
sunny bank on which it delighted men to bask easily. And 
then, too, he had to go more than once to South Audley 
Street, which was a worse infliction; for the men in South 
Audley Street were less civil now than had been their wont. 
It was well understood there that Mr. Sowerby was no 
longer a client of the duke’s, but his opponent; no longer 
his nominee and dependant, but his enemy in Ae county. 
“Chaldicotes,” as old Mr. Gumption remarked to young 
Mr. Gagebee; "Chaldicotes, Gagebee, is a cooked goose, as 
far as Sowerby is concerned. And what difference could it 
make to bim whether the duke is to own it or Miss Dun- 
stable? For my part I cannot imderstand how a gendeman 
like Sowerby can like to see his property go into the hands 
of a gallipot wench whose money still smells of bad drugs. 
And nothing can be more imgrateful,” he said, “than Sow- 
erby’s conduct. He has held the county for five-and-twenty 
years without expense; and now that the time for payment 
has come, he begrudges the price.” He called it no better 
than cheating, he did not — ^he, Mr. Gumption. According 
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to Ms ideas Sowetby was attempting to cheat the duke. It 
may be imagined, therefore, that Mr. Sowerby did not feel 
any very great delight in attending at South Audley Street. 

And then rumour was spread about among all the bill- 
discounting leeches that blood was once more to be sucked 
from the Sowerby carcass. The rich Miss Dunstable had 
taken up Ms aflfaks; so much as that became known in the 
purlieus of the Goat and G^mpasses. Tom Tozer’s brother 
declared that she and Sowerby were going to make a match 
of it, and that any scrap of paper with Sowerby’s name on it 
would become worth its weight in bank-notes; but Tom 
Tozer himself — ^Tom, who was the real hero of the family 
— ^pooh-poohed at tMs, screwing up Ms nose, and alluding 
in most contemptuous terms to Ms brother’s softness. He 
knew better — as was indeed the fact. Miss Dunstable was 
buying up the sqtdre, and by jingo she should buy them up 
— them, the Tozers, as weU as othersi They knew their 
value, the Tozers did; — ^whereupon they became more than 
ordinarily active. 

From them and all their brethren Mr. Sowerby at tMs 
time endeavoured to keep Ms distance, but his endeavours 
were not altogether effectual. "Whenever he could escape 
for a day or two from the lawyers he ran down to ChalM- 
cotes; but Tom Tozer in Ms perseverance followed him 
there, and boldly sent ki Ms name by the servant at the front 
door. 

“Mr. Sowerby is not just at home at the present mo- 
ment,” said the well-trained domestic. 

“I’U wait about then,” said Tom, seating himself on an 
heraldic stone griffin wMch flanked the big stone steps be- 
fore the house. And in tMs way Mr. Tozer gained Ms pur- 
pose. 

Sowerby was still contesting the county, and it behoved 
him not to let Ms enemies say that he was Mding himself. It 
had been a part of Ms bargain with Miss Dunstable that he 
should contest the county. She had taken it into her head 
that the duke had behaved badly, and she had resolved that 
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he should be made to pay for it. “The duke,” she said, “had 
meddled long enough;” she would now see whether the 
Chaldicotes interest would not suffice of itself to return a 
member for the county, even in opposition to the duke. 
Mr. Sowerby himself was so harassed at the time, that he 
would have given way on this point if he had had the pow- 
er; but Miss Dunstable was determined, and he was obliged 
to yield to her. In this manner Mr. Tom Tozer succeeded 
and did make his way into Mr. Sowerby’s presence — of 
which intrusion one effect was the following letter from 
Mr. Sowerby to his friend Mark Robarts: — 

“Chaldicotes, July, 185 — . 

“My dear Robarts, — 

“I am so harassed at the present moment by an infinity 
of troubles of my own that I am almost callous to those of 
other people. They say that prosperity makes a man selfish. 
I have never tried that, but I am quite sure that adversity 
does so. Nevertheless I am anxious about those bills of 
yours” 

“Bills of mine!” said Robarts to himself, as he walked up 
and down the shrubbery path at the parsonage, reading 
this letter. This happened a day or two after his visit to the 
lawyer at Barchester. 

“ and would rejoice greatly if I thought that I could 

save you from any further annoyance about them. That 
kite, Tom Tozer, has just been with me, and insists that 
both of them sh^ be paid. He knows — ^no one better — 
thatno consideration was givenforthelatter. But he knows 
also that the dealing was not with him, nor even with bis 
brother, and he wiU be prepared to swear that he gave value 
for both. He would swear anythingforfivehundred pounds 
— or for half the money, for that matter. I do not thmk that 
the father of mischief ever let loose upon the world a great- 
er rascal than Tom Tozer. 

“He declares that nothing shall induce him to take one 
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shilling less than the whole sum of nine hundted pounds. 
He has been brought to this by hearing that my debts are 
about to be paid. Heaven help me! The meaning of that is 
that these wretched acres, which are now mortgaged to one 
miUionaite, are to change hands and be mortgaged to an- 
other instead. By this exchange I may possible obtain the 
benefit of having a house to live in for the next twelve 
months, but no other. Tozer, however, is altogether wrong 
in his scent; and the worst of it is that his malice will fall on 
you rather ihan on me. 

“What I want you to do is this: let us pay him one hun- 
dred pounds between us. Though I seU the last sorry jade 
of a horse I have, I will make up fifty; and I know you can, 
at any rate, do as much as that. Then do you accept a b ill, 
conjointly with me, for eight hundred. It shall be done in 
Forrest’s presence, and handed to him; and you shall re- 
ceive back the two old bills into your own hands at the 
same time. This new bill should be timed to run ninety 
days; and I will move heaven and earth, during that time, 
to have it included in the general schedule of my debts 
which are to be secured on the Chaldicotes property.” 

The meaning of which was that Miss Dimstable was to 
be cozened into pa3dng the money under an idea that it was 
part of the sum covered by the existing mortgage. 

“What you said the other day at Barchester, as to never 
executing another biU, is very well as regards future trans- 
actions. Nothing can be wiser than such a resolution. But it 
would be folly — ^worse than foUy — ^if you were to allow 
your furniture to be seized when the means of preventing it 
are so ready to your hand. By leaving the new bill in For- 
rest’s hands you may be sure that you are safe from the 
claws of such birds of prey as these Tozers. Even if I cannot 
get it settled when the three months are over, Forrest will 
enable you to make any arrangement that may be most con- 
venient. 
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“For Heaven’s sake, my dear fellow, do not refuse this. 
You can hardly conceive how it weighs upon me, this fear 
that bailiffs should make their way into your wife’s draw- 
ing-room. I know you think ill of me, and I do not wonder 
at it. But you would be less inclined to do so if you knew 
how terribly I am punished. Pray let me hear that you will 
do as I counsel you. 

‘ ‘Yours always faithfully, 

“N. SOWERBY.” 

In answer to which the parson wrote a very short reply: — 

“Framley, July, 185 — . 

“Mtdear Sowerby, — 

“I WILL sign no more bills on any consideration. 

“Yours truly, 

“Mark Robarts.” 

And then having written this, and having shown it to his 
wife, he returned to the shrubbery walk and paced it up and 
down, looking every now and then to Sowerby’s letter as 
he thought over all the past circumstances of his friendship 
with that gentleman. 

That the man who had written this letter should be his 
friend — ^that very fact was a disgrace to him. Sowerby so 
well knew himself and his own reputation, that he did not 
dare to suppose that his own word would be taken for any- 
thing, — ^not even when the thing promised was an act of 
the commonest honesty. “The old bills shall be given back 
into your own hands,” he had declared with energy, know- 
ing that his friend and correspondent would not feel him- 
self secure against further fraud under any less stringent 
guarantee. This gentleman, this county member, the owner 
of Chaldicotes, with whom Mark Robarts had been so anx- 
ious to be on terms of intimacy, had now come to such a 
phase of life that he had given over speaking of himself as 
an honest man. He had become so used to suspicion that he 
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argued of it as of a thing of course. He knew that no one 
could trust either his spoken or his written word, and he 
was content to speak and to write without attempt to hide 
this conviction. 

And this was the man whom he had been so glad to call 
his friend; for whose sake he had been willing to quarrel 
with Lady Lufton, and at whose instance he had uncon- 
sciously abandoned so many of the best resolutions of his 
life. He looked back now, as he walked there slowly, still 
holding the letter in his hand, to the day when he had stop- 
ped at the schoolhouse and written his letter to Mr. Sower- 
by, promising to join the party at Chaldicotes. He had been 
so eager then to have his own way, that he would not per- 
mit hims elf to go home, and talk the matter over with his 
wife. He thought also of the manner in which he had been 
tempted to the house of the Duke of Omnium, and the con- 
viction on his mind at the time that his giving way to that 
temptation would surely bring him to evh. And then he re- 
membered the evening in Sowerby’s bedroom, when the 
bill had been brought out, and he had allowed himself to be 
persuaded to put his name upon it; — ^not because he was 
willin g in this way to assist his friend, but because he was 
unable to refuse. He had lacked the courage to say “No,” 
though he knew at the tim e how gross was the error which 
he was committing. He had lacked the courage to say, 
“No,” and hence had come upon him and on his household 
all this misery and cause for bitter repentance. 

I have written much of clergymen, but in doing so I have 
endeavoured to portray them as they bear on our social life 
rather than to describe the mode and working of their pro- 
fessional careers. Had I done the latter I could hardly have 
steered clear of subj ects on which it has not been my inten- 
tion to pronounce an opinion, and I should either have lad- 
en my fiction with sermons or I should have degraded my 
sermons into fiction. Therefore I have said but little in my 
narrative of this man’s feelings or doings as a clergyman. 

But I must protest against its being on this account con- 
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sidered that Mr. Robarts was indifferent to the duties of his 
clerical position. He had been fond of pleasxire and had 
given way to temptation, — as is so customarily done by 
young men of six-and-twenty, who are placed beyond con- 
trol and who have means at command. Had he remained as 
a curate till that age, subj ect in all his movements to the eye 
of a superior, he would, we may say, have put his name to 
no bills, have ridden after no hounds, have seen nothing of 
the iniquities of Gatherum Castle. There are men of twenty- 
six as fit to stand alone as ever they will be — ^fit to be 
prime ministers, heads of schools, judges on the bench — 
almost fit to be bishops; butMarkRobarts had not been one 
of them. He had within him many aptitudes for good, but 
not the strengthened courage of a man to act up to them. 
The stuff of which his manhood was to be formed had been 
slow of growth, as it is with many men; and, consequently, 
when temptation was offered to him, he had fallen. 

But he deeply grieved over his own stumbling, and from 
time to time, as his periods of penitence came upon him, 
he resolved that he would once more put his shoulder to 
the wheel as became one who fights upon earth that battle 
for which he had put on his armour. Over and over again 
did he tbtnW of those words of Mr. Crawley, and now as he 
walked up and down the path, crumpling Mr. Sowerby* s 
letter in his hand, he thought of them again — “It is a ter- 
rible fgllifig off; terrible in the fall, but doubly terrible 
through that difficulty of returning.” Yes; thatis a difficulty 
which multiplies itself in a fearful ratio as one goes on 
pleasantly running down the path — ^whitherward? Had it 
come to that with him that he could not return — ^that he 
could never again hold up his head with a safe conscience 
as the pastor of his parish! It was Sowerby who had led him 
into this misery, who had brought on him this ruin? But 
then had not Sowerby paid him? Had not that stall which 
he now held in Barchester been Sowerby’s gift? He was a 
poor tnafi now — 3 . distressed, poverty-stricken man; but 
nevertheless he wished with all his heart that he had never 
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become a shatei in the good things of the Barchester chap- 

ter. 

“I shall resign the stall,” he said to his wife that ni ght “i 
thtfilc I may say that I have made up my mind as to that.” 

“But, Mark, will not people say that it is odd?” 

“I cannot help it — ^they must say it. Fanny, I fear that we 
sh all have to bear the saying of harder words than that.” 

“Nobody can ever say that you have done anything that 
is unjust or dishonourable. If there are such men as Mr. 
Sowerby ” 

“The blackness of his fault will not excuse mine.” And 
then again he sat sdent, hiding his eyes, while his wife, sit- 
ting by him , held his hand. 

“Don’t make yourself wretched, Mark. Matters will aU 
come right yet. It cannot be that the loss of a few hundred 
pounds should ruin you.” 

“It is not the money — ^it is not the moneyl” 

“But you have done nothing wrong, Mark.” 

“How am I to go into the church, and take my place be- 
fore them all, when everyone will Imow that bailiflFs are in 
the house?” And then, dropping his head on to the table, he 
sobbed aloud. 

Mark Robarts’s mistake had been mainly this, — ^he had 
thought to touch pitch and not to be defiled. He, looking 
out from his pleasant parsonage into the pleasant upper 
ranks of the world around him, had seen that men and 
things in those quarters were very engaging. His own par- 
sonage, with his sweet wife, were exceedingly dear to him, 
and Lady Lufton’s affectionate friendship had its value; but 
were not these things rather dull for one who had lived in 
the best sets at Harrow and Oxford; — ^unless, indeed, he 
could supplement them with some occasional bursts of 
more lively life? Cakes and ale were as pleasant to his palate 
as to the palates of those with whom he had formerly lived 
at college. He had the same eye to look at a horse, and the 
same heart to make him go across a country, as they. And 
then, too, he found that men liked him, — ^men and women 
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also; men and women who were high in worldly standing. 
His ass’s ears were tickled, and he learned to fancy that he 
was intended by nature for the society of high people. It 
seemed as though he were following his appointed course 
in meeting men and women of the world at the houses of 
the fashionable and the rich. He was not the first clergyman 
that had so lived and had so prospered. Yes, clergymen had 
so lived, and had done their duties in their sphere of life 
altogether to the satisfaction of their countrymen — and of 
their sovereigns. Thus Mark Robarts had determined that 
he would touch pitch, and escape defilement if that were 
possible. With what result those who have read so fat will 
have perceived. 

Late on the following afternoon who should drive up to 
the parsonage door but Mr. Forrest, the bank manager 
from Barchester — ^Mr. Forrest, to whom Sowerby had al- 
ways pointed as the Dem ex machindvfao, if duly invoked, 
could relieve them all from their present troubles, and dis- 
miss the whole Tozer family — ^not howling into the wilder- 
ness, as one would have wished to do with that brood of 
Tozers, but so gorged with prey that from them no further 
annoyance need be dreaded? All this Mr. Forrest could do; 
nay, more, most willingly would do! Only let Mark Rob- 
arts put himself into the banker’s hand, and blandly sign 
what documents the banker might desire. 

“This is a very unpleasant affair,” said Mr. Forrest as 
soon as they were closeted together in Mark’s book-room. 
In answer to which observation the parson acknowledged 
that it was a very unpleasant affair. 

“Mr. Sowerby has managed to put you into the hands of 
about the worst set of rogues now existmg in their line of 
business in London.” 

“So I suppose; Curling told me the same.” Curling was 
the Barchester attorney whose aid he had lately invoked. 

“C urling has threatened them that he will expose their 
whole trade; but one of them who was down here, a man 
named Tozer, replied, that you had much more to lose by 
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exposure than he had. He -went further, and declared that he 
would defy any juty in England to refuse him his money. 
He swore Aat he discounted both bills in the regular way of 
business; and, though this is of course false, I fear that it 
will be impossible to prove it so. He weU knows that you 
are a clerg3ntnan, and that, therefore, he has a stronger hold 
on you than on other men.” 

“The disgrace shall fall on Sowerby,” said Robarts, hard- 
ly actuated at the moment by any strong feeling of Christ- 
ian forgiveness. 

“I fear, Mr. Robarts, that he is somewhat in the condi- 
tion of the Tozers. He willnotfeel it as you will do.” 

“I must bear it, Mr. Forrest, as best I may.” 

“WiU you allow me, Mr. Robarts, to give you my ad- 
vice. Perhaps I ought to apologize for intruding it upon 
you; but as the biUs have been presented and dishonoured 
across my counter, I have, of necessity, become acquainted 
with the circumstances.” 

“I am sure I am very much obliged to you,” said Mark. 

“You must pay this money, or, at any rate, the most con- 
siderable portion of it; — ^the whole of it, indeed, with such 
deduction as a lawyer may be able to induce these hawks to 
make on the sight of the ready money. Perhaps 750/. or 
800/. may see you clear of the whole affair.” 

“But I have not a quarter of that sum lying by me.” 

“No, I suppose not; but what I would recommend is 
this: that you should borrow the money from the bank, on 
your own responsibility, — ^withthe joint security of some 
friend who may be willing to assist you with his name. Lord 
Lufton probably would do it.” 

“No, Mr. Forrest ” 

“Listen to me first, before you make up your mind. If 
you took this step, of course you would do so with the fixed 
intention of paying the money yourself, — ^without any fur- 
ther reliance on Sowerby or on any one else. ” 

“I shall not rely on Mr. Sowerby again; you may be sure 
of that.” 



Touching Pitch 233 

“What I mean is that you must teach yourself to recog- 
nize the debt as your own. If you can do that, with your in- 
come you can surely pay it, with interest, in two years. If 
Lord Lufton will assist you with his name, I will so arrange 
the bills that the payments shall be made to fall equally over 
that period. In that way the world will know nothing about 
it, and in two years’ time you will once more be a free man. 
Many men, Mr. Robarts, have bought their experience 
much dearer than that, I can assure you.” 

“Mr. Forrest, it is quite out of the question.” 

“YoumeanthatLordLuftonwiUnotgiveyouhisname.” 

“I certainly shall not ask him; but that is not all. In the 
first place, my income will not be what you think it, for I 
shall probably give up the prebend at Barchester.” 

“Give up the prebend! give up sis hundred ayearl” 

“And, beyond this, I think I may say that nothing shall 
tempt me to put my name to another bill. I have learned a 
lesson which I hope I may never forget.” 

“Then what do you intend to do?” 

“Nothing!” 

“Then those men will sell every stick of furniture about 
the place. They know that your property here is enough to 
secure all that they claim.” 

“If they have the power, they must sell it.” 

“And aU the world will know the facts.” 

“So it must be. Of the faults which a man co mmit s he 
must bear the punishment. If it were only myself!” 

“That’s where it is, Mr. Robarts. Think wl^t your wife 
will have to suffer in going through such misery as that! 
Youhadbettertakemy advice. LordLufton, lamsure 

But the very name of Lord Lufton, his sister’s lover, 
again gave him courage. He thought, too, of the accusa- 
tions which Lord Lufton had brought against him on that 
night, when he had come to him in the coffee-room of the 
hotel, and he felt that it was impossible that he should apply 
to him for such aid. It would be better to tell all to Lady 
Lufton! That she would relieve him, let the cost to herself 



be what it might, he was vety sure. Only this; — ^that in 
looking to her for assistance he would be forced to bite the 
dust in very deed. 

“Thank you, Mr. Forrest, but I have made up my mind . 
Do not think that I am the less obliged to you for your dis- 
interested kindness, — ^for I know that it is disinterested; 
but this I may confidently say, that not even to avert so ter- 
rible a calamity will I again put my name to any biU. Even 
if you could take my own promise to pay without the ad- 
dition of any second name, I wouldnot do it.” 

There was nothing for Mr. Forrest to do under such cir- 
cumstances but simply to drive back to Barchester. He had 
done the best for the young clergyman according to bis 
fights, and perhaps, in a worldly view, his advice W not 
been bad. But Mark dreaded the very name of a bill. He was 
asadogthathad been terribly scorched, andnothing should 
again induce him to gonear thefire. 

“Wasnotthatthemanfromthebank.^” saidFanny, com- 
ing into the room when the sound of the wheels had died 
away. 

“Yes; Mr. Forrest.” 

“Well, dearest?” 

“We must prepare ourselves for the worst.” 

“You willnot sign any morepapers, eh, Mark?” 

“No; I have just now positively refused to do so.” 

“Then I can bear anything. But, dearest, dearest Mark, 
will you not let me tell Lady Lufton?” 

Let them look at the matter in any way the punishment 
was very heavy. 



CHAPTER XLIII 
Is she not Insignificant? 

A ND now a month went by at Ftamley without any ia- 
ZX ctease of comfort to our friends there, and also with- 
al Vout any absolute development of the ruin which had 
been daily expected at the parsonage. Sundry letters had 
reached Robarts from various personages acting in the 

Tozer interest, all of which he referred to Mr. Curling, of 
Barchester. Some of these letters contained prayers for the 
money, pointing out how an innocent widow lady had been 
induced to invest her all on the faith of Mr. Robarts’sname, 
and was now starving in a garret, with her three children, 
because Mr. Robarts would not make good his own under- 
takings. But the majority of them were jfiUed with threats; 
— only two days longer would be allowed and then the 
sheriff’s officers would be enjoined to do their work; then 
one day of grace would be added, at the expiration of which 
the dogs of war would be unloosed. These, as fast as they 
came, were sent to Mr. Curling, who took no notice of 
them individually, but continued his endeavour to prevent 
the evil day. The second bill Mr. Robarts would take up — 
such was Mr. Curling’s proposition; and would pay by two 
instalments of 250/. each, the first in two months, and the 
second in four. If this were acceptable to the Tozer interest 
— well; if it were not, the shenff’s officers must do their 
worst and the Tozer interest must look for what it could 
get. The Tozer interest would not declare itself satisfied 
with these terms, and so the matter went on. During which 
the roses faded from day to day on the cheeks of Mrs. Rob- 
arts, as under such circumstances may easily be conceived. 

In the meantime Lucy stiU remained at Hogglestock, and 
had there become absolute mistress of the house. Poor Mrs. 
Crawley had been at death’s door; for some days she was 
delirious, and afterwards remained so weak as to be almost 
unconscious; but now the worst was over and Mr. Craw- 
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ley had been informed, that as far as human judgment might 
pronoimce, his children -woixld not become orphans nor 
■would he become a ■wido'wer. During these -weeks Lucy 
had not once been home nor had she seen any of the Fram- 
ley people. “Why should she incur the risk of conve3dng 
infection for so small an object?” as she herself argued, 
■writing by letters, -which were duly fumigated before they 
were opened at the parsonage. So she remained at Hoggle- 
stock, and the Crawley children, now admitted to all the 
honours of the nursery, were kept at Framley. They were 
kept at Framley, although it was expected from day to day 
that the beds on which they lay would be seized for the pay- 
ment of Mr. Sowerby’s debts. 

Lucy, as I have said, became mistress of the house at 
Hogglestock, and made herself absolutely ascendant over 
Mr. Crawley. Jellies, and broth, and fruit, and even butter, 
camefrom *Framley Court, which she displayed onthetable, 
absolutely on the cloth before him, and yet he bore it. I can- 
not say that he partook of these delicacies with any freedom 
hims elf, but he did drink his tea when it was given to him 
although it contained Framley cream; — and, had he kno-wn 
it, Bohea itself from the Framley chest. In truth, in these 
days he had given himself over to the dominion of this 
stranger; and he said nothing beyond, “Well, well,” -with 
two uplifted hands, when he came upon her as she was sew- 
ing the buttons on to his own shirts — sewing on the but- 
tons and perhaps occasionally applying her needle else- 
where, — ^not without utility. 

He said to her at this period very httle in the way of 
thanks. Some protracted conversations they did have, now 
and again, during the long evenings; but even in these he 
did not utter many words as to their present state of life. It 
was on religion cidefly that he spoke, not lecturing her in- 
di-vidually, but laying down his ideas as to what the life of a 
Christian should be, and especially what should be the life 
of a minister. “But though I can see this. Miss Robarts,” he 
said, “I am boTind to say that no one has fallen off so ffe- 

* Liafton Court: First Edition. 
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quently as myself. I have renounced the devil and all his 
works; but it is by word of mouth only — ^by word of mouth 
only. How shall a man crucify the old Adam that is within 
btfrij unless he throw himself prostrate in the dust and ack- 
nowledge that aU his strength is weaker than water?” To 
this, often as it might be repeated, she would hsten patient- 
ly, comforting him by such words as her theology would 
supply; but then, when this was over, she would again re- 
sume her command and enforce from him a close obedience 
to her domestic behests. 

At the end of the month Lord Lufton came back to Fram- 
ley Court. His arrival there was quite unexpected; though, 
as he pointed out when his mother expressed some sur- 
prise, he had returned exactly at the time named by him be- 
fore he started. 

“I need not say, Ludovic, how glad I am to have you,” 
said she, looking to his face and pressing his arm; “the 
more so, indeed, seeing that I hardly expected it.” 

He said nothing to his mother about Lucy the first even- 
ing, although there was some conversation respecting the 
Robartsfatmly. 

“I am afraid Mr. Robarts has embarrassed himself,” said 
Lady Lufton, looking very seriously. “Rumours reach me 
which are most distressing. I have said nothing to anybody 
as yet — ^not even to Fanny; but I can see in her face, and 
hear in the tones of her voice, that she is suffering some 
great sorrow.” 

“I know all aboutit,” said Lord Lufton. 

“You know all about it, Ludovic?” 

“Yes; it is through that precious friend of mine, Mr. 
Sowerby, of Chaldicotes. He has accepted bills for Sower- 
by; indeed, hetoldme so.” 

“What business had he at Chaldicotes? What had he to 
do wiA such friends as that? I do not know how I am to 
forgive him.” 

“It was through me that he became acquainted with 
Sowerby. You must remember that, mother.” 
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“I do not see that that is any excuse. Is he to consider that 
all your acquaintances must necessarily be his friends also? 
It is reasonable to suppose that you in your position must 
live occasionally with a great many people who are alto- 
gether unfit companions for him as a parish clergyman. He 
will not remember this, and he must be taught it. What 
business had he to go to Ga.therum Castle?” 

“He got his stall at Barchester by going there.” 

“He would be much better without his stall, and F anny 
has the sense to know this. What does he want with two 
houses? Prebendal stalls are for older men than he — ^for 
men who have earned them, and who at the end of their 
lives want some ease. I wish with all my heart that he had 
never taken it.” 

“Six hundred a year has its charms all the same,” said 
Lufton, getting up and strolling out of the room. 

“If Mark really be in any difficulty,” he said, later in the 
evening, “we must put him on his legs.” 

“You mean, pay his debts?” 

“Yes; he has no debts except these acceptances of Sower- 
by’s.” 

“How much will it be, Ludovic?” 

“A thousand pounds, perhaps, more or less. I’ll find the 
money, mother; only I shan’t be able to pay you quite as 
soon as I intended.” Whereupon his mother got up, and 
throwing her arms round his neck declared that she would 
never forgive him if he ever said a word more about her 
little present to him. I suppose there is no pleasure a mother 
can have more attractive than giving away her money to an 
only son. 

Lucy’s name was first mentioned at breakfast the next 
morning. Lord Lufton had made up his mind to attack his 
mother on the subject early in the morning — ^before he 
went up to the parsonage; but as matters turned out. Miss 
Robarts’s doings werenecessarilybroughtunder discussion 
without reference to Lord Lufton’s special aspirations re- 
garding her. The fact of Mrs. Crawley’s illness had been 
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mentioned, and Lady Lufton had stated how it had come 
to pass that all the Crawley’s children were at the parsonage. 

“I must say that Fanny has behaved excellently,” said 
Lady Lufton. “It was just what might have been expected 
from her. And indeed,” she added, speaking in an embar- 
rassed tone, “so has Miss Robarts. Miss Robarts has re- 
mained at Hogglestock and nursed Mrs. Crawley through 
the whole.” 

“Remained at Hogglestock — ^through the fever!” ex- 
claimed his lordship. 

“Yes, indeed,” said Lady Lufton. 

“And is she there now?” 

“Oh, yes; I am not aware that she thinks of leaving just 
yet.” 

“Then I say that it is a great shame — a. scandalous 
shame!” 

“But, Ludovic, it was her own doing.” 

“Oh, yes; I understand. But why should she be sacri- 
ficed? Were there no nurses in the country to be hired, but 
that she must go and remain there for a month at the bed- 
side of a pestilent fever? There is no justice in it.” 

“Justice, Ludovic? I don’t know about justice, but there 
was great Christian charity. Mrs. Crawley has probably 
owed her life to Miss Robarts.” 

“Has she been ill? Is she ill? I insist upon knowing whe- 
ther she is iU. I shall go over to Hogglestock myself im- 
mediately after breakfast. ” 

To this Lady Lufton made no reply. If Lord Lufton chose 
to go to Hogglestock she could not prevent him. She 
thought, however, that it would be much better that he 
should stay away. He would be quite as open to the infec- 
tion as Lucy Robarts; and, moreover, Mfts. Crawley’s bed- 
side would be as inconvenient a place as might be selected 
for any interview between two lovers. Lady Lufton felt at 
the present moment that she was cruelly treated by circum- 
stances with reference to Miss Robarts. Of course it would 
have been her part to lessen, if she could do so without in- 
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justice, that high idea ■which het son entertained of the 
beauty and worth of the young lady; but, unfortunately, 
she had been compelled to praise her and to load her name 
with all manner of eulogy. Lady Lufton was essentially a 
true woman, and not even with the object of carrying out 
her own views in so important a matter would she be guilty 
of such deception as she might have practised by simply 
holding her tongue; but nevertheless she could hardly re- 
concile herself to the necessity of singing Lucy^s praises. 

After breakfast Lady Lufton got up from her chair, but 
hung about the room -without making any show of leaviug. 
In accordance -with her usual custom she would have asked 
her son what he was going to do; but she did not dare so to 
iaquire now. Had he not declared, only a few minutes since, 
whither he would go? “I suppose I shall see you at lunch?” 
at last she said. 

“At lunch? Well, I don’t know. Look here, mother. 
What am I to say to Miss Robarts when I see her?” and he 
leaned with his back against the chimney-piece as he inter- 
rogated his mother. 

“What are you to say to her, Ludovic?” 

“Yes; what am I to say, — as coming from you? Am I to 
tell her that you ■wiU receive her as your daughter-in-law?” 

“Ludovic, I have e3p)lained aU that to Miss Robarts her- 
self,” 

“Explained what?” 

“I have told her that I did not think that such a marriage 
would make either you or her happy.” 

“And why have you told her so? Why have you taken 
upon yourself to judge for me in such a matter, as though 
I were a child? Mother, you must unsay what you have 
said.” 

Lord Lufton, as he spoke, looked full into his mother’s 
face; and he did so, not as though he were begging from her 
a favour, but issuing to her a command. She stood near 
him, with one hand on the breakfast-table, gazing at him 
almost furtively, not quite daring to meet the full view of 
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Hs eye. There was only one thing on earth which Lady 
Lufton feared, and that was her son’s displeasure. The sun 
of her earthly heaven shone upon her through the medium 
of his existence. If she were driven to quarrel with him, as 
some ladies of her acquaintance were driven to quarrel with 
th fif sons, the world to her would be over. Not but what 
facts might be so strong as to make it absolutely necessary 
that she should do this. As some people resolve that, imder 
cerfoi^^ circumstances, they wiU commit suicide, so she 
could see that, under certain circumstances, she must con- 
sent even to be separated from him. She would not do 
wrong, — ^not that which she knew to be wrong, — even for 
his sake. If it were necessary that all her happiness should 
collapse and be crushed in ruin around her, she must en- 
dure it, and wait God’s time to relieve her from so dark a 
world. The light of the sun was very dear to her, but even 
that might be purchased at too dear a cost. 

“I told you before, mother, that my choice was made, 
and I asked you then to give your consent; you have now 
had time to think about it, and therefore I have come to ask 
you again. I have reason to know that there will be no im- 
pediment to my marriage if you will frankly hold out your 
hand to Lucy.” 

The matter was altogether in Lady Lufton’s hands, but, 
fond as she was of power, she absolutely wished that it were 
not so. Had her son married without asking her, and then 
broughtLucy home as his wife,she wouldundoubte^y have 
forgiven him; and much as she might have disliked the 
match, she would, ultimately, have embraced the bride. But 
now she was compelled to exercise her judgment. If he mar- 
ried imprudently, it would be her doing. How was she to 
give her expressed consent to that which she believed to 
be wrong? 

“Do you know anything against her; any reason why she 
should not be my wife?” continued he. 

“If you mean as regards her moral conduct, certainly 
not,” said Lady Lufton. “But I could say as much as that in 

r VOL. II 
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favour of a great many young ladies -whom I should regard 

as very ill suitedforsuchamarriage.” 

“Y es; some might be vulgar, somemight behl-tempered, 
some might be ugly; others might be mirdened with dis- 
agreeable connections. I can understand that you should 
object to a daughter-in-law under any of these circum- 
stances. But none of these things can be said of Miss Rob- 
arts. I defy you to say that she is not in aU respects what a 
lady should be.” 

But her father was a doctor of medicine, she is the sister 
of a parish clergyman, she is only five feet two in height, 
and is so uncommonly brown! Had Lady Lufton dared to 
give a catalogue of her objections, such would have been 
its extent and nature. But she did not dare to do this. 

“I cannot say, Ludovic, that she is possessed of all that 
you should seekin a wife.” Such was her answer. 

“Do you mean that she has not got money?” 

“No, not that; I should be very sorry to see you making 
money your chief object, or indeed any essential object, n 
it chanced that your wife did have money, no doubt you 
wouldfinditaconvenience.Butprayunderstandme, Ludo- 
vic; I would not for a moment advise you to subject your 
happiness to such a necessity as that. It is not because she is 
without fortune 

“Then why is it? At breakfast you were singing her 
praises, and sa3dng how excellent she is.” 

“If I were forced to put my objection into one word, I 
should say ” and then she paused, hardly daring to en- 

counter the frown which was already gathering itself on 
her son’s brow. 

“You would say what?” said Lord Lufton, almost rough- 
ly. 

“Don’t be angry with me, Ludovic; all that I think, and 
all that I say on this subject, I think and say with only one 
object — ^that of your happiness. What other motive can I 
have for anything in this world?” And then she came dose 
to him and kissed him. 
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“But teU me, mother, "what is this objection; what is this 
terrible word that is to sum up the list of all poor Lucy’s 
sins, and prove that she is unfit for married life?” 

“Ludovic, I did not say that. You know that I did not.” 

“What is the word, mother?” 

And then at last Lady Lufiton spoke it out. “She is 

insignificant. I believe her to be a very good gid, but she is 
not qualified to fiU the high position to which you would 
exalt her.” 

“Insignificant!” 

“Yes, Ludovic, I think so.” 

“Then, mother, you do not know her. You must per- 
mit me to say that you are talking of a gid whom you do not 
know. Of all the epithets of opprobrium which the English 
language could give you, that would be neady the last 
which she would deserve.” 

“I have not intended any opprobrium.” 

“Insignificant!” 

“Perhaps you do not quite understand me, Ludovic.” 

“I know what insignificant means, mother.” 

“I think that she would not worthily fill the position 
which your wife should take in the world.” 

“I understand what you say.” 

“She woidd not do you honour at the head of your 
table.” 

“Ah, I understand. You want me to marry some bounc- 
ing amazon, some pink and white giantess of fashion who 
would frighten the little people into theit proprieties.” 

“Oh, Ludovic! you are intending to laugh at me now.” 

“I was never less inclined to laugh in my life — ^never, I 
can assure you. And now I am more certain than ever that 
your obj ection to Miss Robarts arises from your not know- 
ing her. You will find, I think, when you do know her, that 
she is as well able to hold her own as any lady of your 
acquaintance — ay, and to maintain her husband’s position, 
too. I can assure you that I shall have no fear of her on that 
score.” 
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“I think, dearest, that perhaps you hardly ” 

“I think this, mother, that in such a matter as this I must 
choose for myself. I have chosen; and I now ask you, as my 
mother, to go‘to her and bid her welcome. Dear mother, I 
wUl own this, that I should not be happy if I thought that 
you did not love my wife.” These last words he said in a 
tone of affection that went to his mother’s heart, and then 
he left the room. 

Poor Lady Lufton, when she was alone, waited till she 
heard her son’s steps retreating through the hall, and then 
betook herself up-stairs to her customary morning work. 
She sat down at last as though about so to occupy herself; 
but her mind was too full to allow of her taking up her pen. 
She had often said to herself, in days which to her were not 
as yet long gone by, that she woTold choose a bride for her 
son, and that then she would love the chosen one with all 
her heart. She would dethrone herself in favour of this new 
queen, sinking with joy into her dowager state, in order 
that her son’s wife might shine with the greater splendour. 
The fondest day-dreams of her life had all had reference to 
the time when her son should bring home a new Lady Luf- 
ton, selected by herself from the female excellence of Eng- 
land, and in which she might be the first to worship her new 
idoLButcouldshedethroneherselfforLucyRobarts? Could 
she give up her chair of state in order to place thereon the 
little girl from the parsonage? Could she take to her heart, 
and treat with absolute loving confidence, with the con- 
fidence of an almost idolatrous mother, that little chit who, 
a few months since, had sat awkwardly in one comer of her 
drawing-room, afraid to speak to any one? And yet it seem- 
ed that it must come to tins — ^to this: — or else those day- 
dreams of hers would in nowise come to pass. 

She sat herself down, trying to think whetherit werepos- 
sible that Lucy might fill the throne; for she had begun to 
recognize it as probable that her son’s will worJd be too 
strong for her; but her thoughts would fly away to Griselda 
Grantly . In her first and only matured attempt to realize her 
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day-dreams, she had chosen Griselda for her queen. She 
had failed there, seeing that the Fates had destined Miss 
Grantly for another throne — ^for another and a higher one, 
as far as the world goes. She would have made Griselda the 
wife of a baron, but fate was abouttomakethatyounglady 
the wife of a marquis. Was there cause of grief in this? Did 
she really regret that Miss Grantly, with all her virtues, 
should be made over to the house of Hartletop? Lady Luf- 
ton was a woman who did not bear disappointment lightly; 
but nevertheless she did almost feel herself to have been re- 
lieved from a burden when she thought of the termination 
of the Lufton-Grantly marriage treaty .What if she had been 
successful, and, after all, the prize had been other than she 
had e:^ected? She was sometimes prone to thin k that that 
prize was not exacdy all that she had once hoped. Griselda 
looked the very thing that Lady Lufton wanted for a queen; 
— ^but how would a queen reign who trusted only to her 
looks? In that respect it was perhaps well for her that des- 
tiny had interposed. Griselda, she was driven to admit, was 
better suited to Lord Dumbello than to her son. 

But still — such a queen as Lucy! Could it ever come to 
pass that the lieges of the kingdom would bow the knee in 
proper respect before so puny a sovereign? And then there 
was that feeling which, in still higher quarters, prevents the 
marriage of princes with the most noble of their people. Is 
it not a recognized rule of these realms that none of the 
blood royal shall raise to royal honours those of the sub- 
jects who are by birth un-royal! Lucy was a subject of the 
house of Lufton in that she was the sister of the parson and 
a resident denizen of the parsonage. Presuming that Lucy 
herself might do for queen — granting that she might have 
some faculty to reign, the crown having been duly placed 
on her brow — ^how, then, about that clerical brother near 
the throne? Would it not come to this, that there would no 
longer be a queen at Framley? 

And yet she knew that she must yield. She did not say so 
to herself. She did not as yet acknowledge that she must 
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put out her hand to Luqr, calling her by name as her daugh- 
ter. She did not absolutely say as much to her own heart;- 

not as yet. But she did begin to bethink herself of Lucy’s 
high qualities, and to declare to herself that the girl, if not 
fit to be a queen, was at any rate fit to be a woman. That 
there was a spirit within that body, insignificant though the 
body might be. Lady Lufton was prepared to admit. That 
she had acquired the power — ^the chief of all powers in tbig 
world— of sacrificing herself for the sake of others; that, 
too, was evident enough. That she was a good girl, in the 
usual acceptation of the word good. Lady Lufton had never 
doubted. She was ready-witted too, prompt in action, gift- 
ed with a certain fire. It was that gift of fire which had won 
for her, so unfortunately. Lord Lufton’s love. It was quite 
possible for her also to love Lucy Robarts; Lady Lufton 
admitted that to herself; — ^but then who could bow the knee 
before her, and serve her as a queen? Was it not a pity that 
she should be so insignificant? 

But, nevertheless, we may say that as Lady Lufton sate 
that morning in her own room for two hours without em- 
ployment, the star of Lucy Robarts was gradually rising in 
the firmament. After aU, love was the food chiefly neces- 
sary for the nourishment of Lady Lufton, — ^the o:^y food 
absolutely necessary. She was not aware of this herself, nor 
probably would those who knew her best have so spoken 
of her. They would have declared that f amily pride was her 
daily pabulum, and she herself would have said so too, call- 
ing it, however, by some less offensive name. Her son’s 
honour, and the honour of her house! — of those she would 
have spoken as the things dearest to her in this world. And 
this was partly true, for had her son been dishonoured, she 
would have sunk with sorrow to the grave. But the one 
thing necessary to her daily life was the power of loving 
those who were near to her. 

Lord Lufton, when he left the dining-room, intended at 
once to go up to the parsonage, but he first strolled rotond 
the garden in order that he might make up his mind what he 
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would say there. He was angry with his mother, having not 
had the wit to see that she was about to give way and yield 
to him, and he was determined to make it understood that 
in this matter he would have his own way. He had learned 
that which it was necessary that he should know as toLucy ’s 
heart, and such being the case he would not conceive it pos- 
sible that he should be debarred by his mother’s opposition. 
“There is no son in England loves his mother better than I 
do,” he said to himself; “but there are some things which a 
man cannot stand. She would have married me to that 
block of stone if I would have let her; and now, because she 

is disappointed there Insignificant! I never in my life 

heard anything so absurd, so untrue, so uncharitable, so 

She’d like me to bring a dragon home, I suppose. It 

would serve her right if I did, — some creature that would 
makethehouseintolerabletoher.”“Shemustdoitthough,” 
he said again, “or she and I will quarrel,” and then he turn- 
ed off towards the gate, preparing to go to the parsonage. 

“My lord, have you heard what has happened?” said the 
gardener, coming to him at the gate. The man was out of 
breath and almost overwhelmed by the greatness of his 
own tidings. 

“No; I have heard nothing. What is it?” 

“The baiHflfs have taken possession of everything at the 
parsonage.” 



CHAPTER XLIV 
The Philistines at the Parsonage 

I T HAS been already told how things went on between 
the Tozers, Mr. Curling, and Mark Robarts during that 
month. Mr. Forrest had drifted out of the business alto- 
gether, as also had Mr. Sowerby, as far as any active par- 
ticipation in it went. Letters came frequently from Mr. 
Curling to the parsonage, and at last came a message by 
special mission to say that the evil day was at hand. As far 
as Mr. Curling’s professional experience would enable bim 
to anticipate or foretell the proceedings of such a man as 
Tom Tozer he thought that the sheriff’s officers would be 
at Framley Parsonage on the following morning. Mr. Curl- 
ing’s experience did not mislead him in this respect. 

“And what wiU you do, Mark?” said Fanny, speaking 
through her tears, after she had read the letter which her 
husband handed to her. 

“Nothing. What can I do? They must come.” 

“Lord Lmton came to-day. Will you not go to him?” 
“No. If I were to do so it would be the same as asking 
him for the money . ” 

“Why not borrow it of him, dearest? Surely it would not 
be so muchfor him to lend.” 

“I could not do it. Think of Lucy, and how she stands 
with him. Besides I have already had words with Lufton 
about Sowerby and his money matters. He thinks that I am 
to blame, and he would teU me so; and then there would be 
sharp things said between us. He would advance me the 
money if I pressed for it, but he would do so in a way that 
would make it impossible that I should take it. ” 

There was nothing more then to be said. If she had had 
her own way Mrs. Robarts would have gone at once to 
Lady Lufton, but she could not induce her husband to 
sanction suchaproceeding. The objection to seeking assist- 
ance from her ladyship was as strong as that which prevail- 
ed as to her son. There had already been some little begin- 
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nifig of ill-feeling, and tinder such circumstances it was im- 
possible to ask for pecuniary assistance. Fanny, however, 
had a prophetic assurance that assistance out of these difii- 
(^ties must in the end come to them from that quarter, or 
not come at all; and she would fain, had she been allowed, 
make everything known at the big house. 

On the following mo rnin g they breakfasted at the usual 
hour, but in great sadness. A maid-servant, whom Mrs. 
Robarts had brought with her when she married, told her 
that a rumour of what was to happen had reached the kit- 
chen. Stubbs, the groom, had been in Barchester on the 
preceding day, and, according to his account — so said Mary 
— everybody in the city was talking about it. “Never mind, 
Mary,” said Mrs. Robarts, and Mary replied, “Oh, no, of 
coursenot, ma’am.” 

In these days Mrs. Robarts was ordinarily very busy, see- 
ing that there were six children in the house, four of whom 
had come to her but ill supplied with infantine belongings; 
and now, as usual, she went about her work immediately 
after breakfast. But she moved about the house very slow- 
ly, and was almost unable to give her orders to the ser- 
vants, and spoke sadly to the children who hung about her 
wondering what was the matter. Her husband at the same 
time, took himself to his book-room, but when there did 
not attempt any employment. He thrust his hands into his 
pockets, and, leaning against the fire-place, fixed his eyes 
upon the table before him without looking at anything tibat 
was on it; it was impossible for him to betake himself to his 
work. Remember what is the ordinary labour of a clergy- 
man in hi s study, and think how fit he must have been for 
such employment! What would have been the nature of a 
sermon composed at such a moment, and with what satis- 
faction could he have used the sacred volume in referring to 
it for his arguments? He, in this respect, was worse off than 
his wife; she did employ herself, but he stood there without 
moving, doing nothing, with fixed eyes, thinking what men 
would say of him. 

Lucidly for bim this state of suspense was not long, for 
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■within half an hour of his leaving the breakfast table, the 
footman knocked at his door — ^that footman with whom 
at the be ginnin g of his difficulties, he had made up his mmj 
to dispense, but who had been kept on because of the Bar- 
chester prebend. 

“If you please, your reverence, there are two men out- 
side,” said the footman. 

Two men! Mark knew well enough what men they were, 
but he could hardly take the coming of two such men to his 
quiet country parsonage quite as a matter of course. 

“Who are they, John?” said he, not wishing any answer, 
but because the question was forced upon him. 

“I’m afeard they’re — bailiffs, sir.” 

“Very well, John; that will do; of course they must do 
what they please about the place.” 

And then, when the servant left him, he still stood with- 
out moving, exactly as he had stood before. There he re- 
mained for ten minutes, but the time went by very slowly. 
When about noon some circumstance told him what was 
the hour, he was astonished to find that the day had not 
nearly passed away. 

And then another tap was struck on the door — a. sound 
which he weU recognised — ^and his wife crept silently into 
the room. She came close up to him before she spoke, and 
put her arm within his: 

“Mark,” she said, “the men are here; they are in the yard.” 

“I know it,” he answered gruffly. 

“ WiU it be better that you should see them, dearest?” 

“See them; no; what good can I do by seeing them? But I 
shall see them soon enough; they wiU be here, I suppose, in 
afew minutes.” 

“They are taking an inventory, cook says; they are in the 
stable now.” 

“Very well; they must do as they please; I cannot help 
them.” 

“Cook says that if they are allowed their meals and some 
beer, and if nobody takes anything away, they will be quite 
civil.” 
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“Civil! But what does it matter! Let them eat and drink 
what they please, as long as the food lasts. I don’t suppose 
the butcher will send you more.” 

“But, Mark, there’s nothing due to the butcher,— only 
the regiilar monthly bill.” 

“Very well; you’ll see.” 

“Oh, Mark, don’t look at me in that way. Do not turn 
away from me. What is to comfort us if we do not cling to 
each other now?” 

“Comfort us! God help you! I wonder, F anny , that you 
can bear to stay in the room with me.” 

“Mark, dearest Mark, my own dear, dearest husband! 
who is to be true to you, if I am not? You shall not turn 
from me. How can anything like this make a difference be- 
tween you and me?” And then she threw her arms round 
his neck and embraced him. 

It was a terrible morning to him, and one of which every 
incident will dwell on his memory to the last day of his Ufe. 
He had been so proud in his position — ^had assumed to 
himself so prominent a standing — ^had contrived, by some 
trick which he had acquired, to carry his head so high above 
the heads of neighbouring parsons. It was this that had 
taken him among great people, had introduced him to the 
Duke of Omnium, had procured for him the stall at Bar- 
chester. But how was he to carry his head now? What 
would the Arabins and Grantlys say? How would the bish- 
op sneer at him, and Mrs. Proudie and her daughters tell of 
him in all their quarters? How would Crawley look at him 
— Crawley, who had already once had him on the hip? The 
stem severity of Crawley’s face loomed upon him now. 
Crawley, with his children half naked, and his wife a drudge, 
and himself half starved, had never had a bailiff in his house 
at Hogglestock! And then his own curate, Evans, whom he 
had patronised, and treated almost as a dependant — ^how 
was he to look his curate in the face and arrange with him 
for the sacred duties of the next Sunday? 

His wife still stood by him, gazing into his face; and as he 
looked at her and thought of her misery, he could not con- 
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trol his heart with reference to the wrongs which Sowerby 
had heaped on him. It was Sowerby’s falsehood and Sower- 
by’s fraud which had brought upon him and his wife this 
terrible anguish. 

“If there be justice on earth he wiU suffer for it yet,” he 
said at last, not speaking intentionally to his wife, but un- 
able to repress his feelings. 

“Do not wish him evh, Mark; you may be sure he has his 
own sorrows.” 

“His own sorrows! No; he is callous to such misery as 
this. He has become so hardened in dishonesty that all this 
is mirth to him. If there be punishment in heaven for false- 
hood ” 

“Oh, Mark, do not curse him!” 

“How am I to keep myself from cursing when I see what 
he has brought upon you?” 

“‘Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord,’ ” answered the 
young wife, not with solemn, preaching accent, as though 
bent on reproof, but with the softest whisper into his ear. 
“Leave that to Him, Mark; and for us, let us pray that He 
may soften the hearts of us all; — of him who has caused us 
to suffer, and of our own.” 

Mark was not called upon to reply to this, for he was 
again disturbed by a servant at the door. It was the cook 
this time herself, who had come with a message from the 
men of the law. And she had come, be it remembered, not 
firom any necessity that she as cook should do this line of 
work; for the footman, or Mrs. Robarts’smaid, mighthave 
come as well as she. But when things are out of course ser- 
vants are always out of course also. As a rule, nothing will 
induce a butler to go into a stable, or persuade a housemaid 
to put her hand to a frying-pan. But now that this new ex- 
citement had come upon the household — seeing that the 
bailiffs were in possession, and that the chattels were being 
entered in a catalogue, everybody was willin g to do every- 
thing — everything but his or her own work. The gardener 
was looking after the dear children; the nurse was doing the 
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rooms before the baihflFs should reach them; the groom 
had gone into the kitchen to get their lunch ready for 
them; and the cook was walking about with an inkstand ^ 
obeying all the orders of these great potentates. As far as 
the servants were concerned, it may be a question whether 
the coming of the bailiffs had not hitherto been regarded as 
a treat. 

“If you please, ma’am,” said Jemima cook, “they wishes 
to knowin which room you’d be pleased to have the inmin- 
tory took fust. ’Cause, ma’am, they wouldn’t disturb you 
nor master more than can be avoided. For their line of life, 
ma’am, they is very civil — ^very civil indeed.” 

“I suppose they may go into the drawing-room,” said 
Mrs. Robarts, in a sad low voice. All nice women are proud 
of their drawing-rooms, and she was very proud of hers. It 
had been furnished when money was plenty with them, im- 
mediately after their marriage, and everything in it was 
pretty, good, and dear to her. O ladies, who have drawing- 
rooms in which the things are pretty, good, and dear to 
you, think of what it would be to have two bailiffs rummag- 
ing among them with pen and ink-hom, making a catalogue 
preparatory to a sheriff’s auction; and all without fault or 
extravagance of your own! There were things there thathad 
been given to her by Lady Lufton, by Lady Meredith, and 
other friends, and the idea did occur to her that it might be 
possible to save them from contamination; but she would 
not say a word, lest by so saying she might add to Mark’s 
misery. 

“And then the dining-room,” said Jemima cook, in a 
tone almost of elation. 

“Yes; if they please.” 

“And then master’s book-room here; or perhaps the bed- 
rooms, if you and master be stiU here.” 

“Any way they please, cook; it does not much signify,” 
said Mrs. Robarts. But for some days after that Jemima was 
by no means a favourite with her. 

The cook was hardly out of the room before a quick 
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footstep -was heard on the gravel before the window, and 
the hall door was immediately opened. 

“Where is your master?” said the well-known voice of 
Lord Lufton; and then in half a minute he also was in the 
book-room. 

“Mark, my dear fellow, what’s all this?” said he, in a 
cheery tone and with a pleasant face. “Did not you know 
that I was here? I came down yesterday; landed from Ham- 
burg only yesterday morning. How do you do, Mrs. Rob- 
arts? This is a terrible bore, isn’t it?” 

Robarts at the first moment, hardly knew how to speak 
to his old friend. He was struck dumb by the disgrace of 
his position; the more so as his misfortune was one which it 
was partly in the power of Lord Lufton to remedy. He had 
never yet borrowed money since he had filled a man’s posi- 
tion, but he had had words about money with the young 
peer, in which he knew that his friend had wronged him; 
andfor this double reason he was now speechless. 

“Mr. Sowerby has betrayed him,” said Mrs. Robarts, 
wiping the tears from her eyes. Hitherto she had said no 
word against Sowerby, but now it was necessary to defend 
her husband. 

“No doubt aboutit. Ibelievehehas always betrayed every 
one who has ever trusted him. I told you what he was, some 
time since; did I not? But, Mark, why on earth have you 
let it go so far as this? Would not Forrest help you?” 

“Mr. Forrest wanted him to sign more bfils, and he 
would not do that?” said Mrs. Robarts, sobbing. 

“Bills are like dram-drinking,” said the discreet young 
lord: “when one once begins, it is very hard to leave off. Is 
it tme that the men are here now, Mark?” 

“Yes, they are in the next room.” 

“What, in the drawing-room?” 

“They are making out a list of the things,” said Mrs. 
Robarts. 

“We must stop that at any rate,” said his lordship, walk- 
ing off towards the scene of the operations; and as he left 
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the room Mrs. Robarts followed him, leaving her husband 
by himself. 

■' “Why did you not send down to my mother?” said he, 
speaking hardly above a whisper, as they stood together in 
the hall. 

‘ ‘He would not let me. ” 

“But why not go yourself? or why not have written to 
me, — considering how intimate we are!” Mrs. Robarts 
could not explain to him that the peculiar intimacy between 
liim and Lucy must have hindered her from doing so, even 
if otherwise it might have been possible; but she felt such 
was the case. 

“Well, my men, this is bad work you’re doing here,” 
said he, walking into the drawing-room. Whereupon the 
cook curtseyed low, and the bailiffs, knowing his lordship, 
stopped from their business and put their hands to their 
foreheads. “You must stop this, if you please, — ^at once. 
Come, let’s go out into the kitchen, or some place outside. 
I don’t like to see you here with your big boots and the pen 
and ink among the furniture. 

“We ain’t a-done no harm, my lord, so please your lord- 
ship,” said Jemima cook. 

“And we is only a-doing our bounden dooties,” said one 
of the bailiffs. 

“As we is sworn to do, so please your lordship,” said the 
other. 

“And is wery sorry to be unconwenient, my lord, to any 
gen’leman or lady as is a gen’leman or lady. But accidents 
will happen, and then what can the likes of us do?” said the 
first. 

“Because we is sworn, my lord,” said the second. But, 
nevertheless, in spite of their oaths, and in spite also of the 
stem necessity which they pleaded, they ceased their opera- 
tions at the instance of the peer. For the name of a lord is 
stiU great in England. 

“And now leave this, and let Mrs. Robarts go into her 
ffrawiug-room. ” 
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“And, please your lordship, what is we to do? Who is we 
to look to?” 

In satisfying them absolutely on this point Lord Lufton 
had to use more than his influence as a peer. It was neces- 
sary that he should have pen and paper. But with pen and 
paper he did satisfy them; — satisfy them so far that they 
agreed to return to Stubbs’ room, the former hospital, due 
stipulation having been made for the meals and beer, and 
there await the order to evacuate the premises which would 
no doubt, under his lordship’s influence, reach them on the 
following day. The meaning of all which was that Lord 
Lufton had undertaken to bear upon his own shoulder the 
whole debt due by Mr. Robarts. 

And then he returned to the book-room where Mark was 
still standing almost on the spot in which he had placed 
himself immediately after breakfast. Mrs. Robarts did not 
return, but went up among the children to counter-order 
such Erections as she had given for the preparation of the 
nurseryforthePhilistines. “Mark,” he said, “donottrouble 
yourself about this more than you can help. The men have 
ceased doing anythiug, and they shall leave the place to- 
morrow morning.” 

“And how will the money — ^be paid?” said the poor 
clergyman. 

“Do not bother yourself about that at present. It shall so 
be managed that the burden shall faU ul^ately on your- 
self — ^not on anyone else. But I am sure it must be a com- 
fort to you to know that your wife need not be driven out of 
her drawing-room.” 

“But, Lufton, I cannot allow you — after what has passed 
-rand at the present moment ” 

“My dear fellow, I know all about it and I am coming to 
that just now. You have employed Curling, and he sh^ 
settle it; and upon my word, Mark, you shall pay the bill. 
But, for the present emergency, the money is at my bank- 

“But, Lufton 
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“And to deal honestly, about Curling’s bill I mean, it 
ought to be as much my alFair as your own. It was I that 
brought you into this mess with Sowerby, and I know now 
how unjust about it I was to you up in London. But the 
truthis that Sowerby’s treachery had nearly driven me wild. 
It has done the same to you since, I have no doubt.” 

“He has ruined me,” said Robarts. 

“No, he has not done that. No thanks to him though; he 
would not have scmpled to do it had it come in his way. 
The fact is, Mark, that you and I cannot conceive the depdi 
of fraud in such a man as that. He is always looking for 
money; I believe that in all his hours of most friendly inter- 
course, — ^when he is sitting with you over your wine, and 
riding beside you in the field, — ^he is still tbinhing how he 
can make use of you to tide him over some difficulty. He 
has lived in that way till he has a pleasure in cheating, and 
has become so clever in his line of life that if you or I were 
with him again to-morrow he would again get the better of 
us. He is a man that must be absolutely avoided; I, at any 
rate, have learned to know so much.” 

In the expression of which opinion Lord Lufton was too 
hard upon poor Sowerby; as indeed we are all apt to be too 
hard in forming an opinion upon the rogues of the world. 
That Mr. Sowerby had been a rogue, I cannot deny. It is 
roguish to lie, and he had been a great liar. It is roguish to 
make promises which the promiser knows he cannot per- 
form, and such had been Mr. Sowerby’s daily practice. It is 
roguish to live on other men’s money, and Mr. Sowerby 
had long been doing so. It is roguish, at least so I would 
hold it, to deal willingly with rogues; and Mr. Sowerby b^d 
been constant in such dealings. I do not know whether he 
had not at times fallen even into more palpable roguery than 
is proved by such practices as those enumerated. Though I 
have for him some tender feeling, knowing that there was 
stiU a touch of gentle bearing round his heart, an abiding 
taste for better things within him, I cannot acquit bim from 
the great accusation. But, for all that, in spite of his ack- 

S VOL. II 
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nowledged roguery, Lord Lufiton was too hard upon Viirn 
in his judgment. There was yet within him the means of re- 
pentance, could a locus penitentiae have been supplied to 
him. He grieved bitterly over his own ill doings, and knew 
well what changes gendehood would have demanded ffora 
him. Whether or no he had gone too far for all changes — 
whether the locus penitentiae was for him still a possibility 
— t ha t was between him and a higher power. 

“I have no one to blame but myself,” said Mark, stiU 
speaking in the same heart-broken tone and with his face 
averted from his friend- 

The debt woidd now be paid, and the bailiffs would be 
expelled; but that would not set him right before the world. 
It would be known to all men — ^to all clergymen in the dio- 
cese — ^that the sheriff’s officers had been in charge of Fram- 
ley Parsonage, and he could never again hold up his head in 
the dose of Barchester. 

“My dear fellow, if we were all to make ourselves miser- 
able for such a trifle as this, — ” said Lord Lufton, putting 
his arm affectionately on his friend’s shoulder. 

“But we are not all clergymen,” said Mark, and as he 
spoke he turned away to the window, and Lord Lufton 
knew that the tears were on his cheek. 

Nothing was then said between them for some moments, 
after whidi Lord Lufton again spoke, — 

“Mark, my dear fellow!” 

“Well,” said Mark, with his face still turned towards the 
window. 

“You must remember one thing; in helping you over 
this stile, which will be really a matter of no inconvenience 
to me, I have a better right Aan that even of an old friend; 
I look upon you now as my brother-in-law.” 

Mark turned slowly roimd, plainly showing the tears 
uponhisface. 

“Do you mean,” said he, “that anything more has taken 
place?” 

“I mean to make your sister my wife; she sent me word 
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by you to say that she loved me, and I am not going to 
stand upon any nonsense after that. If she and I are both 
mlling, no one alive has a right to stand between us; and, by 
heavens, no one shall. I will do nothing secretly, so I teU 
you that, exactly as I have told her ladyship.” 

“But what does she say?” 

“She says nothing; but it cannot go on like that. My 
mother and I cannot Hve here together if she opposes mein 
this way. I do not want to frighten your sister by going over 
to her at Hogglestock, but I expect you to tell her so much 
as I now tell you, as coming from me; otherwise she wiU. 
fliink that I have forgotten her.” 

“She will not think that.” 

“She need not; good-bye, old fellow. FU make it all right 
between you and her ladyship about this affair of Sower- 
b/s.” 

And then he took his leave and walked off to settle about 
the payment of the money. 

“Mother,” said he to Lady Lufton that evening, “you 
must not bring this affair of the bailiffs up against Robarts. 
Ithas been moremy fault thanhis.” 

Hitherto not a word had been spoken between Lady Luf- 
ton and her son on the subject. She had heard with terrible 
dismay of what had happened, and had heard also that 
Lord Lufton had immediately gone to the parsonage. It 
was impossible, therefore, that she should now interfere. 
That the necessary money would be forthcoming she was 
aware, but that would not wipe out the terrible disgrace 
attached to an execution in a clergyman’s house. And then, 
too, he was her clergyman, — ^her own clergyman, selected, 
and appointed, andbroughttoFramley by herself, endowed 
with a wife of her own choosing, filled with good things by 
her own hand! It was a terrible misadventure, and she be- 
gan to repent that she had ever heard the name of Robarts. 
She would not, however, have been slow to put forth the 
barifl to lessen the evil by giving her own money, had this 
been either necessary or possible. But how could she inter- 
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fere between Robarts and her son, especially when she re- 
membered the proposed connection between Lucy and 
LordLufton? 

“Your fault, Ludovic?” 

“Yes, mother. It was I who introduced him to Mr. Sow- 
erby; and, to tell the truth, I do not think he would ever 
have been intimate with Sowerby if I had not given him 
some sort of a commission with reference to money mat- 
ters then pending between Mr. Sowerby and me. They are 
all over now, — ^thanks to you, indeed.” 

“Mr. Robarts’s character as aclergyman shouldhave kept 
him from such troubles, if no other feehng did so.” 

“At any rate, mother, oblige me by letting it pass by.” 

“Oh, I shall say nothing to him.” 

“You had better say something to her, or otherwise it 
will be strange; and even to him I would say a word or two, 
— a word in kindness, as you so well know how. It will be 
easier to him in that way, than if you were to be altogether 
silent.” 

No further conversation took place between them at the 
time, but later in the evening she brushed her hand across 
her son’s forehead, sweeping the long silken hairs into their 
place, as she was wont to do when moved by any special 
feeling of love. “Ludovic,” she said, “no one, I t hink, has 
so good a heart as you. I will do exacdy as you would have 
me about this affair of Mr. Robarts and the money.” And 
then there was nothing more said about it. 



CHAPTER XLV 

Palace Blessings 

AND now, at this period, terrible rumours found their 
ZA way into Barchester, and flew about the cathedral 
Vtowers and round the cathedral door; aye, and into 
the canons’ houses and the humbler sitting-rooms of the 
vicars choral. Whether they made their way from thence up 
to the bishop’s palace, or whether they descended from the 
palace to the close, I will not pretend to say. But they were 
shocking, unnatural, and no doubt grievous to all those ex- 
cellent ecclesiastical hearts which cluster so thickly in those 
quarters. 

The first of these had reference to the new prebendary, 
and to the disgrace which he had brought on the chapter; a 
disgrace, as some of them boasted, which Barchester had 
never known before. This, however, like most other boasts 
was hardly true; for within but a very few years there had 
been an execution in the house of a late prebendary, old Dr. 
Stanhope; and on that occasion the doctor himself had been 
forced to fly away to Italy, starting in the night, lest he also 
should fall into the hands of the Philistines, as well as his 
chaics and tables. 

“It is a scandalous shame,” said Mrs. Proudie, speaking 
not of the old doctor, but of the new offender; “a scandal- 
ous shame: and it would only serve him right if the gown 
were stripped from his back.” 

“I suppose his living wiU be sequestrated,” said a young 
minor canon who attended much to the ecclesiastical in- 
junctions of the lady of the diocese, and was deservedly 
held in high favour. If Framley were sequestrated, why 
should not he, as weU as another, undertake the duty — 
with such stipend as the bishop might award? 

“I am told that he is over head and ears in debt,” said the 
future Mrs. Tickler, “and chiefly for horses which he has 
bought and not paid for.” 
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“I see him riding very splendid animals when he comes 
over for the cathedral duties,’’ said the minor canon. 

“The sheriff’s officers are in the house at present, I am 
told,” said Mrs. Proudie. 

“And is not he in jail?” saidMrs. Tickler. 

“If not, he ought to be,” said Mrs. Tickler’s mother. 

“And no doubt soon wiU be,” said the minor canon; “for 
I hear that he is Unked up with a most discreditable gang of 
persons.” 

This was what was said in the palace on that heading; and 
though, no doubt, more spirit and poetry was displayed 
there than in the houses of the less gifted clergy, this shows 
the manner in which the misfortune of Mr. Robarts was 
generally discussed. Nor, indeed, had he deserved any bet- 
ter treatment at their hands. But his name did not run the 
gauntlet for the usual nine days; nor, indeed, did his fame 
endure at its height for more than two. This suddenfaUwas 
occasioned by other tidings of a still more distressing na- 
ture; by a rumour which so affected Mrs. Proudie that it 
caused, as she said, her blood to creep. And she was very 
careful that the blood of others should creep also, if the 
blood of others was equally sensitive. It was said that Lord 
Dumbello had jilted Miss Grantly . 

From what adverse spot in the world these cruel tidings 
fell upon Barchester I have never been able to discover. We 
know how quickly rumour ffies, making herself common 
throughallthecities. ThatMrs. Proudie shouldhaveknown 
more of the facts connnected with the Hartletop family 
than anyone else in Barchester was not surprising, seeing 
that she was so much more conversant with me great world 
in which such people lived. She knew, and was therefore 
correct enough in declaring, that Lord Dumbello had al- 
ready jilted one other young lady — ^the Lady Julia Mac 
Mull, to whom he had been engaged three seasons back, 
and tihat therefore his character in such matters was not to 
be trusted. That Lady Julia had been a terrible flirt and 
greatly given to waltzing with a certain German count with 
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-whom she had since gone off — ^that, I suppose, Mrs. Prou- 
die did not know, much as she was conversant with the 
great world, — seeing that she said no thin g about it to any 
of her ecclesiastical listeners on the present occasion. 

“It will be a terrible warning, Mrs. Quiverful, to us all; a 
most useful warning to us — ^not to trust to the things of 
this world. I fear they made no inquiry about this young 
nobleman before they agreed that his name should be link- 
ed with that of their daughter.” This she said to the wife of 
the present warden of Hiram’s Hospital, a lady who had re- 
ceived favours from her, and was therefore bound to listen 
attentively to her voice. 

“But I hope it may not be true,” said Mrs, Quiverful, 
who, in spite of the allegiance due by her to Mrs. Proudie, 
had reasons of her own for wis hin g well to the Grantly 
family. 

“I hope so, indeed,” said Mrs. Proudie, -with a slight 
tinge of anger in her voice; “but I fear that there is no 
doubt. And I must confess that it is no more than we had a 
right to expect. I hope that it may be taken by all of us as a 
lesson, and as an ensample, and a teaching of the Lord’s 
mercy. And I wish you would request your husband — ^from 
me, Mrs. Quiverful — ^to dwell on this subject in morning 
and evening lecture at the hospital on Sabbath next, show- 
ing how false is the trust which we put in the good things 
of this world;” which behest, to a certain extent, Mr. Quiv- 
erful did obey, feeling that a quiet life in Barchester was of 
great value to him; but he did not go so far as to caution his 
hearers, who consisted of the ancient bedesmen of the hos- 
pital, against matrimonial pro j ects of an ambitious nature. 

In this case, as in all others of the kind, the report was 
known to aU the chapter before it had been heard by the 
archdeacon or his -wife. The dean heard it, and disregarded 
it; as did also the dean’s -wife — at first; and those who gener- 
ally sided -with the Grantlys in the diocesan battles pooh- 
poohed the tidings, saying to each other that both the arch- 
deacon and Mrs, Grantly were very well able to take care of 
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their own affairs. But dripping water hollows a stone; and 
at last it was admitted on all sides that there was ground for 
fear, — on aU sides, except at Plumstead. 

“I am sure there is nothing in it; I really am sure of it,” 
said Mrs. Arabia, whisperiag to her sister; “but after turn- 
ing it over in my mind, I thought it right to teU you. And 
yet I don’t know now but I am wrong.” 

“Quite right, dearest Eleanor,” said Mrs. Grantly. “And 
I am much obliged to you. But we understand it, you know. 
It comes, of course, like all other Christian blessings, from 
the palace.” And then there was nothing more said atout it 
between Mrs. Grantly and her sister. 

But on the following morning there arrived a letter by 
post, addressed to Mrs. Grantly, bearing the postmark of 
Littlebath. The letter ran: — 

“Madam, — ^Itis known to the writer that Lord Dumbd- 
lo has arranged with certain friends how he may escape 
from his present engagement. I think, therefore, that it is 
my duty as a Christian to warn you of this. 

“Yours truly, 

“A Wellwisher.” 

Now it had happened that the embryo Mrs. Tickler’s 
most intimate bosom friend and confidante was known at 
Plumstead to live at Littlebath, and it had also happened — 
most unfortunately — ^that the embryo Mrs. Ticlder, in the 
warmth of her neighbourly regard, had written a friendly 
fine to her friend Griselda Grantly, congratulating her with 
all female sincerity on her splendid nuptials with the Lord 
DumbeUo. 

“It is not her natural hand,” said Mrs. Grantly, talking 
the matter over with her husband, “but you may be sure it 
has come from her. It is a part of the new Christianity which 
weleamday by day from the palace teaching.” 

But these things had some effect on the archdeacon’s 
mind. He had learned lately the story of Lady Julia Mac 
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Mull, and was not sure that his son-in-law — as ought to be 
about to be — ^had been entirely blameless in that matter. 
And then in these days Lord Dumbello made no great sign. 
Immediately on Griselda’s return to Plumstead he had sent 
a magnificent present of emeralds, which, however, had 
come to her direct from the jewellers, and might have been 
— ^and probably was — ordered by his man of busines s . Since 
that he had neither come, nor sent, nor written. Griselda 
did not seem to be in any way annoyed by this absence of 
the usual signs of love, and went on steadily with her great 
duties. “Nothing,” as she told her mother, “had been said 
about writing and, therefore, she did not expect it.” But the 
archdeacon was not quite at his ease. “Keep Dumbello up 
to his P’s and Q’s, you know,” a friend of his had whispered 
to bim at his club. By heavens, yes. The archdeacon was not 
a man to bear with indifference a wrong in such a quarter. 
In spite of his clerical profession, few men were more in- 
clined to fight against personal wrongs — and few men 
more able. 

“Can there be anything wrong, I wonder?” said he to his 
wife. “Is it worth while that I should go up to London?” 
But Mrs. Grantly attributed it aU to the palace doctrine. 
What could be more natural, looking at all the circum- 
stances of the Tickler engagement? She therefore gave her 
voice against any steps being taken by the archdeacon. 

A day or two after that Mrs. Proudie met Mrs. Arabin in 
the dose and condoled with her openly on the termination 
of the marriage treaty; — quite openly, for Mrs. Tickler — 
as she was to be — ^was with her mother, and Mrs. Arabin 
was accompanied by her sister-in-law, Mary Bold. 

“It must be very grievous to Mrs. Grantly, very grievous 
indeed,” said Mrs. Proudie, “and I sincerely feel for her. 
But, Mrs. Arabin, aU these lessons are sent to us for our 
eternal welfare.” 

“Of course,” said Mrs. Arabin. “But as to this spedal 
lesson, I am inclined to doubtthatit ” 

“Ah-hl I fear it is too true. I fear there is no room for 
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doubt. Of course you are a-ware that Lord Dumbello is off 
for the Continent. 

Mrs. Arabia was not aware of it, and she was obliged to 
admit as much. 

“He started four days ago, by way of Boulogne,” said 
Mrs. Tickler, who seemed to be very well up in the whole 
affair. “I am so sorry for poor dear Griselda. I am told she 
has got all berthings. It is such a pity, you know.” 

“But why should not Lord Dumbello come back from 
the Continent?” said Miss Bold, very quietly. 

“Why not indeed? I’m sure I hope he may,” said Mrs. 
Proudie. “And no doubt he wiU, some day. But if he be 
such a man as they say he is, it is really weU for Griselda that 
she should be relieved from such a marriage. For, after aU, 
Mrs. Arabia, what are the things of this world? — dust be- 
neath our feet, ashes between our teeth, grass cut for the 
oven, vanity, vexation, and nothing morel” — ^weh pleased 
with which variety of Christian metaphors Mrs. Proudie 
walked on, still muttering, however, something about 
worms and grubs, by which she intended to signify her 
own species and the Dumbello and Grantly sects of it in 
particular. 

This now had gone so far that Mrs. Arabia conceived 
herself bound in duty to see her sister, andit was then settled 
in consultation at Plumstead that the archdeacon should 
call officially at the palace and beg that the rumour might be 
contradicted. This he did early on the next morning and 
was shown into the bishop’s study, in which he found both 
his lordship and Mrs. Proudie. The bishop rose to greet 
him with special civility, smiling his very sweetest on him, 
as though of all his clergy the archdeacon were the favour- 
ite; but JMrs. Proudie wore something of a gloomy aspect, 
as though she knew that such a visit at such an hour must 
have reference to some special business. The morning calls 
made by the archdeacon at the palace in the way of ordinary 
civility were not numerous. 

On the present occasion he dashed at once into his sub- 
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ject. “I have called this morning, Mrs. Proudie,” said he, 
“because I wish to ask a favour from you.” ^)^ereupon 
Mrs. Proudie bowed. 

“Mrs. Proudie will be most happy, I am sure,” said the 
bishop. 

“I find that some foolish people have been talking in 
Barchester about my daughter,” said the archdeacon; “and 
I wish to ask Mrs. Proudie 

Most women under such circumstances would have felt 
the awkwardness of their situation, and would have pre- 
pared to eat their past words with wry faces. But not so 
Mrs. Proudie. Mrs. Grantly had had the imprudence to 
throw Mr. Slope in her face — ^there, in her own drawing- 
room, and she was resolved to be revenged. Mrs. Grantiy, 
too, had ridiculed the Tickler match, and no too great nice- 
ness should now prevent Mrs. Proudie from speaking her 
mind about the Dumbello match. 

“A great many people are talking about her, I am sorry 
to say,” said Mrs. Proudie; “but, poor dear, it is not her 
fault. It might have happened to any girl; only, perhaps, a 
httle more care — ; you’ll excuse me. Dr. Grantly .” 

“I have come here to allude to a report which has been 
spread about in Barchester, that the match between Lord 
Dumbello and my daughter has been broken oflF; and ” 

“Everybody in Barchester knows it, I believe,” saidMrs. 
Proudie. 

“and,” continued the archdeacon, “to request that 

that report may be contradicted.” 

“Contradicted! Why, he has gone right away, — out of 
the country!” 

“Never mind where he has gone to, Mrs. Proudie; I beg 
that the report may be contradicted.” 

“You’ll have to go round to every house in Barchester 
S2.id 

“By no means,” replied the archdeacon. “And perhaps, 
it may be right that I should explain to the bishop that I 
came here because ” 
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“The bishop knows nothing about it,” said Mrs. Prou- 
die. 

“Nothing in the world,” said his lordship. “And I am 
sure I hope that the young lady may not be disappointed.” 

“because the matter was so ^stinctly mentioned to 

Mrs. Arabin by yourself yesterday.” 

“Distincdy mentioned! Of course it was distinctly men- 
tioned. There are some things which can’t be kept under a 
bushel. Dr. Grandy; and this seems to beoneofthem. Your 
going about in this way won’t make Lord Dumbello marry 
the young lady.” 

That was true; nor would it make Mrs. Proudie hold her 
tongue. Perhaps the archdeacon was wrong in his present 
errand, and so he now began to bethink himself. “At any 
rate,” said he, “when I tell you that there is no ground 
whatever for such a report you will do me the kindness to 
say that, as far as you are concerned, it shall go no further. 
I think, my lord, I am not asking too much in asking that.” 

“The bishop knows nothing about it,” said Mrs. Prou- 
die again. 

“Nothing at all,” said the bishop. 

“And as I must protest that I believe the information 
which has reached me on this head,” said Mrs. Proudie, “I 
do not see how it is possible that I should contradict it. I 
can easily imderstand your feelings. Dr. Grantiy. Consider- 
ing your daughter’s position the match was, as regards 
earthly wealth, a very great one. I do not wonder that you 
should be grieved at its being broken off; but I trust that 
this sorrow may eventuate in a blessing to you and to Miss 
Griselda. These worldly disappointments are precious 
bairns, and I trust you know how to accept them as such.” 

The fact was that Dr. Grantiy had done altogether wrong 
in coming to the palace. His wife might have some chance 
with Mrs. Proudie, but he had none. Since she had come to 
Barchester he had had only two or three encounters with 
her, and in all of these he had gone to the wall. His visits to 
the palace always resulted in his leaving the presence of the 
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inhabitants in a ftame of mind by no means desirable, and 
he now found that he had to do so once again. He could not 
compel Mrs. Proudie to say that the report was untrue; nor 
could he condescend to make counter hits at her about her 
own daughter, as his wife would have done. And thus, hav- 
ing utterly failed, he got up and took his leave. 

But the worst of the matter was, that, in going home, he 
could not divest his mind of the idea that there might be 
some truth in the report. What if Lord Dumbello had gone 
to the Continent resolved to send back from thence some 
reason why it was impossible that he shordd make Miss 
Grantly his wife? Such things had been done before now by 
men in his rank. Whether or no Mrs. Tickler had been the 
letter-writing wellwisher from Littlebath, or had induced 
her friend to be so, it did seem manifest to him. Dr. Grantly, 
that Mrs. Proudie absolutely believed the report which she 
promulgated so diligently. The wish might be father to the 
thought, no doubt; but that the thought was truly there. 
Dr. Grantly could not induce himself to disbelieve. 

His wife was less credulous, and to a certain degree com- 
forted him; but that evening he received a letter which 
greatly confirmed the suspicions set on foot by Mrs. Prou- 
die, and even shook his wife’s faith in Lord Dumbello. It 
was from amere acquaintance, who in the ordinary course of 
things would not have written to him. And the bulk of the 
letter referred to ordinary things, as to which the gentle- 
man in question would hardly have thought of giving him- 
self the trouble to write a letter. But at the end of the note he 
said, — “Of course you are aware that Dumbello is off to 
Paris; I have not heard whether the exact day of his return 
is fixed.” 

“It is true, then,” said the archdeacon, striking the lib- 
rary table with his hand, and becoming absolutely white 
about the mouth and jaws. 

“It cannot be,” said Mrs. Grantly; but even she was now 
trembling. 

“If it be so I’ll drag him back to England by the collar of 
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ids coat, and disgrace him before the steps of his father’s 
haU.” 

And the archdeacon as he uttered the threat looked his 
character as an irate British father much better than he did 
his other character as a clergyman of the Church of Eng- 
land. The archdeacon had been greatly worsted by Mrs. 
Proudie, but he was a man who knew how to fight his 
battles among men, — sometimes without too close a regard 
to his cloth. 

“Had Lord Dumbello intended any such thing he would 
have written, or got some friend to write by this time,” said 
Mrs. Grantly. “It is quite possible that he might wish to be 
off, but he would be too chary of his name not to endeavour 
to do so with decency.” 

Thus the matter was discussed, and it appeared to them 
both to be so serious that the archdeacon resolved to go at 
once to London. That Lord Dumbello had gone to France 
he did not doubt; but he would find some one in town 
acquainted with the young man’s intentions, and he would, 
no doubt, be able to hear when his return was expected. If 
there were real reason for apprehension he would follow 
the runagate to the Continent, but he would not do this 
without absolute knowledge. According to Lord Dum- 
beUo’s present engagements he was bound to present him- 
self in August next at Plumstead Episcopi, with the view of 
then and mere taking Griselda Grantly in marriage; but if 
he kept his word in this respect no one had a right to quar- 
rel with him for going to Paris in the meantime. Most ex- 
pectant bridegrooms would, no doubt, under such circum- 
stances, have declared their intentions to their future brides; 
but if Lord Dumbello were different from others, who had 
a right on that account to be indignant with him.^ He was 
unlike other men in other things; and especially unlike oth- 
er men in being the eldest son of the Marquis of Hartletop. 
It would be all very well for Tickler to proclaim his where- 
abouts from week to week; but the eldest son of a marquis 
might find it inconvenient to be so precise! Nevertheless 
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the archdeacon thought it only prudent to go up to London. 

“Susan,” said the archdeacon to his ’wife, just as he was 
starting; — ^at this moment neither of them ’were in the hap- 
piest spirits — “I think I would say a word of caution to 
Griselda.” 

“Do you feel so much doubt about it as that*” said Mrs. 
Grantly. But even she did not dare to put a direct negative 
to this proposal, so much had she been moved by what she 
had heard! 

“I think I would do so, not frightening her more than I 
could help. It will lessen the blow if it be that the blow is to 
fall.” 

“It will kill me,” said Mrs. Grandy; “but I think that she 
'wiU be able to bear it.” 

On the next morning Mrs. Grandy, ’with much cunning 
preparation, went about the task which her husband had 
left her to perform. It took her long to do, for she was very 
cunning in the doing of it; but at last it dropped from her in 
words that there was a possibility — a. bare possibility — 
that some disappointment might even yet be in store for 
them. 

“Do you mean, mamma, that the marriage will be put 
oflF?” 

“I don’t mean to say that I think it will; God forbid! but 
it is just possible. I daresay that I am very wrong to tell you 
of tins, but I know that you have sense enough to bear it. 
Papa has gone to London, and we shall hear from him 
soon.” 

“Then, mamma, I had better give them orders not to go 
on with the marking.” 



CHAPTER XL VI 
Lat^ Luf ton’s Request 

T H E bailiffs on that day had their meals regular, -r-and 
theit beer, which state of things, together with an 
absence of all duty in the way of making inventories 
and the like, I take to be the earthly paradise of bailiffs; and 
on the next morning they walked off with dvil speeches and 
many apologies as to their intrusion. “They was very sor- 
ry,” they said, “to have troubled a gen’leman as were a 
gen’leman, but in their way of business what could they 
do?” To which one of them added a remark that, “business 
is business.” This statement I am not prepared to contra- 
dict, but I would recommend all men in choosing a profes- 
sion to avoid any that may require an apology at every turn; 
— either an apology or else a somewhat violent assertion of 
tight. Each younger male reader may perhaps reply that he 
has no thought of becoming a sheriff’s officer; but then are 
there not other cognate lines of life to which perhaps the 
attention of some such may be attracted? 

On the evening of the day on which they went, Mark re- 
ceived a note from Lady Lufton begging him to call early 
on the following morning, and immediately after breakfast 
he went across to Framley Court. It may be imagined that 
he was not in a very happy frame of mind, but he felt the 
truth of his wife’s remark that the first plunge into cold 
water was always the worst. Lady Lufton was not a woman 
who would continually throw his disgrace into his teeth, 
however terribly cold might be the first words with which 
she spoke of it. He strove hard as he entered her room to 
carry his usual look and bearing, and to put out his hand to 
greet her with his customary freedom, but he knew that he 
fiiiled. And it may be said that no good man who has brok- 
en down in his goodness can carry the disgrace of his fall 
without some look of shame. When a man is able to do that, 
he ceases to be in anyway good. 
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“This has been a distressing affair,” said Lady Lufton 
after her first salutation. 

“Yes, indeed,” said he. “It has been very sad for poor 
Fanny.” 

“Well; we must all have our little periods of grief; and it 
may perhaps be fortunate if none of us have worse than 
this. She win not complain, herself, I am sure.” 

“She complain!” 

“No, I am sure she will not. And now all I’ve got to say, 
Mr. Robarts, is this: I hope you and Lufton have had 
enough to do with black sheep to last you your lives; for I 
must protest that your late fiiend Mr. Sowerby is a black 
sheep.” 

In no possible way could Lady Lufton have alluded to the 
matter with greater kindness than in thus joining Mark’s 
name with that of her son. It took away all the bitterness of 
the rebuke, and made the subject one on which even he 
might have spoken without difficulty. But now, seeing that 
she was so gentle to him, he could not but lean the mote 
hardly on himself. 

“I have been very fooUsh,” said he, “very foolish, and 
very wrong, and very wicked.” 

“Very foolish, I believe, Mr. Robarts — ^to speak frankly 
and once for ail; but, as I also believe, nothing worse. I 
thought it best for both of us that we should just have one 
word about it, and now I recommend that the matter be 
never mentioned between us again. ” 

“God bless you. Lady Lufton,” he said, “I think no man 
ever had such a friend as you are.” 

She had been very quiet during the interview, and almost 
subdued, not speaking with the animation that was usual to 
h er; for this affair with Mr. Robarts was not the only one 
she had to complete that day, nor, perhaps, the one most 
difficult of completion. But she cheered up a little under the 
praise now bestowed on her, for it was the sort of praise she 
loved best. She did hope, and, perhaps, flatter herself, that 
she was a good friend, 
t 
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“You must be good enough, then, to gratify my friend- 
ship by coming up to di nn er this evening; and Fanny, 
too, of course. I cannot take any excuse, for the matter is 
completely arranged. I have a particular reason for ■wish- 
ing it.” 

These last violent injunctions had been added because 
Lady Lufton had seen a refusal rising in the parson’s face. 
Poor Lady Lufton! Her enemies — ^for even she had ene- 
mies — ^used to declare of her, that an invitation to dinner 
was the only method of showing itself of which her good- 
humour was cognizant. But let me ask of her enemies whe- 
ther it is not as good a method as any other kno'wn to be ex- 
tant? Under such orders as these obedience was of course a 
necessity, and he promised that he, with his wife, would 
come across to dinner. And then, when he went away. Lady 
Lufton ordered her carriage. 

During these doings at Framley, Lucy Robarts stiU re- 
mained at Hogglestock, nursing Mrs. Crawley. Nothing 
occurred to take her back to Framley, for the same note 
from Fanny which gave her the first tidings of the arrival 
of the Philistines told her also of their departure — and also 
of the source from whence relief had reached them. “Don’t 
come, therefore, for that reason,” said the note, “but, nev- 
ertheless, do come as quickly as you can, for the whole 
house is sad without you.” 

On the morning ^er the receipt of this note Lucy was 
sitting, as was now usual with her, beside an old arm-chair 
to which her patient had lately been promoted. The fever 
had gone, and Mrs. Crawley was slowly regaining her 
strength — ^very slowly, and with frequent caution from the 
SEverbridge doctor that any attempt at being well too fast 
might again precipitate her into an abyss of iUness and dom- 
estic inefficiency. 

“I really think I can get about to-morrow,” said she; 
*‘and then, dear Lucy, I need not keep you longer from 
your home.” 

“You are in a great hurry to get rid of me, I think. I sup- 
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pose Mr. Crawley has been complaining again about the 
cream in his tea.” 

Mr. Crawley had on one occasion stated his assured con- 
viction that surreptitious daily supplies were being brought 
into the house, becpse he had detected the presence of 
cream instead of milk in his own cup. As, however, the 
cream had been going for srmdry days before this Miss 
Robarts had not thought much of his ingenmty in makifig 
the discovery. 

“Ah, you do not know how he speaks of you when your 
back is turned.” 

“And how does he speak of me? I know you would not 
have the courage to tell me the whole.” 

“No, I have not; for you would think it absurd coming 
from one who looks like him. He says that if he were to 
write a poem about womanhood, he would make you the 
heroine.” 

“With a cream-jug in my hand, or else sewing buttons on 
to a shirt-collar. But he never forgave me about the mutton 
broth. He told me, in so many words, that I was a — story- 
teller. And for the matter of that, my dear, so I was.” 

“He told me that you were an angel.” 

“Goodness gracious!” 

“A mini stering angel. And so you have been. I can al- 
most feel it in my heart to be glad that I have been iU, seeing 
that I have had you for my friend.” 

“But you might have had that good fortune without the 
fever.” 

“No, I should not. In my married life I have made no 
friends till my illness brought you to me; nor should I ever 
really have Imown you but for that. How should I get to 
know any one?” 

“You will now, Mrs. Crawley; will you not? Promise 
that you will. You will come to us at Framley when you are 
well? You have promised already, you know.” 

“You made me do so when I was too weak to refuse.” 

“And I shall make you keep your promise too. He shall 
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come, also, if he likes; but you shall come 'whether he likes 
or no . And I won’t hear a word about your old dresses. Old 
dresses will wear as well at Framley as at Hogglestock.” 

From all which it will appear that Mrs . Crawley and Lucy 
Robarts had become very intimate during this period of the 
nursing; as two women always will, or, at least, should do, 
when shut up for weeks together in the same sick room. 

The conversation was still going on between them when 
the sound of wheels was heard upon the road. It was no 
highway that passed before the house, and carriages of any 
sort were not frequent there. 

“It is Fanny, I am sure,” said Lucy, rising from her chair. 

“There are two horses,” said Mrs. Crawley, distinguish- 
ing the noise with the accurate sense of hearing which is al- 
ways attached to sickness; “and it is not the noise of the 
pony-carriage.” 

“It is a regular carriage,” said Lucy, speaking from the 
window, “and stopping here. It is somebody from Framley 
Court, for I know the servant.” 

As she spoke a blush came to her forehead. Might it not 
be Lord Lufton, she thought to herself, — ^forgetting at the 
moment that Lord Lufton did not go about the coimtry in 
a close chariot with a fat footman. Intimate as she had be- 
come with Mrs. Crawley, she had said nothing to her new 
friend on the subj ect of her love affair. 

The carriage stopped, and down came the footman, but 
nobody spoke to him from the inside. 

“He has probably brought something from Framley,” 
said Lucy, having cream and such like matters in her mind; 
for cream and such like matters had come from Framley 
Court more than once during her sojourn there. “And the 
carriage, probably, happened to be coming this way.” 

But the mystery soon elucidated itself partially, or, per- 
haps, became more mysterious in another way. The red- 
armed little gid who had been taken away by her frightened 
mother in the first burst of the fever had now returned to 
her place, and at the present moment entered the room. 
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with awe-stiuckface, dedaiing that Miss Robarts was to go 
at once to the big lady in the catriage. 

“I suppose it’s Lady Lufton,” saidMts. Ctawley. 

Lucy’s heart was so absolutely in her mouth that any 
kind of speech was at the moment impossible to her. Why 
shoxild Lady Lufton have come thither to Hogglestock, 
and why should she want to see her, Lucy Robarts, in the 
carriage? Had not everything between them been settled? 

And yet ! Lucy, in the moment for thought that was 

allowed to her, could not determine what might be the 
probable upshot of such an interview. Her chief feeling 
was a desire to postpone it for the present instant. But the 
red-armed Utde girl would not allow that. 

“You are to come at once,” said she. 

And then Lucy, without having spoken a word, got up 
and left the room. She walked downstairs, along the little 
passage, and out through the small garden, with firm steps, 
but hardly knowing whither she went or why. Her pres- 
ence of mind and self-possession had all deserted her. She 
knew that she was unable to speak as she should do; she 
felt that she would have to regret her present behaviour, 
but yet she could not help herself. Why should Lady Luf- 
ton have come to her there? She went on, and the big foot- 
man stood with the carriage door open. She stepped up al- 
most xinconsciously, and, without knowing how she got 
there, she found herself seated by Lady Lufton. 

To tell the truth her Ladyship also was a little at a loss to 
know howshe was to carrythroughherpresentplanofoper- 
ations.Theduty ofbeginning,however, was clearly withher, 
and therefore, having taken Lucy by the hand, she spoke. 

“Miss Robarts,” she said, “my son has come home. I 
don’t know whether you are aware of it.” 

She spoke with a low, gentle voice, not quite like her- 
self, but Lucy was much too confused to notice this. 

“I was not aware ofit,” said Lucy. 

She had, however, been so ioformed in Fanny’s letter, 
but all that had gone out of her head. 
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“Yes; he has come back. He has been in Norway, you 
know, — fishing.” 

“Yes,” said Lucy. 

“I am sure you will remember all that took place when 
you came to me, not long ago, in my little room upstairs at 
Framley Court.” 

In answer to which, Lucy, quivering in every nerve, and 
wrongly thinking that she was visibly shaking in every 
limb, timidly answered that she did remember. wTiy was it 
that she had then been so bold, and now was so poor a 
coward? 

“Well, my dear, all that I said to you then I said to you 
thinking that it was for the best. You, at any rate, will not 
be angry with me for loving my own son better than I love 
any one else.” 

“Oh, no,” said Lucy. 

“He is the best of sons, and the best of men, and I am sure 
that he will be the best of husbands .” 

Lucy had an idea, by instinct, however, rather than by 
sight, that Lady Lufton’s eyes were full of tears as she 
spoke. As for herself she was altogether blinded and did 
not dare to lift her face or to turn her head. As for the utter- 
ance of any sound, that was quite out of the question. 

“And now I have come here, Lucy, to ask you to be his 
wife.” 

She was quite sure that she heard the words. They came 
plainly to her ears, leaving on her brain their proper sense, 
but yet she could not move or make any sign that she had 
understood them. It seemed as though it would be ungen- 
erous in her to take advantage of such conduct and to ac- 
cept an offer made with so much self-sacrifice. She had not 
time at the first moment to think even of his happiness, let 
alone her own, but she thought only of the magnitude of 
the concession which had been made to her. When she had 
constituted Lady Lufton the arbiter of her destiny she had 
regarded the question of her love as decided against her- 
self. She had found herself unable to endure the position of 
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being Lady Lufton’s daughtet-in-law -while Lady Lufton 
would be scofning her, and therefore she had given up the 
game. She had given up the game, sacrificing herself, and, 
as far as it might be a sacrifice, sacrificing him also. She had 
been resolute to stand to her word in this respect, but she 
had never allowed herself to think it possible that Lady 
Lufton should comply with theconditions which she, Lucy, 
had laid upon her. And yet such was the case, as she so 
plainly heard. “And now I have come here, Lucy, to ask 
you to be his wife.” 

How long they sat together silent, I cannot say; counted 
by minutes the time would not probably have amounted to 
many, but to each of them the duration seemed consider- 
able. Lady Lxifton, while she was speaking, had contrived 
to get hold of Lucy’s hand, and she sat, still holding it, try- 
ing to look into Lucy’s face, — which, however, she could 
hardly see, so much was it turned away. Neither, indeed, 
were Lady Lixfton’s eyes perfectly dry. No answer came to 
her question, and therefore, after a while, it was necessary 
that she should speak again. 

“Must I go back to him, Lucy, and teE him that there is 
some other objection — something besides a stem old mo- 
ther; some hindrance, perhaps, not so easEy overcome?” 

“No,” said Lucy, and it was aE which at the moment she 
could say. 

“What shaE I teE him then? ShaE I say yes — simply yes?” 

“Simply yes,” said Lucy. 

“And as to the stern old mother who thought her only 
son too precious to be parted -with at the fibst word — ^is 
nothing to be said to her?” 

“Oh, Lady Lufton!” 

“No forgiveness to be spoken, no sign of affecdon to be 
given? Is she always to be regarded as stem and cross, vexa- 
tious and disagreeable?” 

Lucy slowly turned rormd her head and looked up into 
her companion’s face. Though she had as yet no voice to 
speak of affection she could fiR her eyes -with love, and in 
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that way make to hei futute mother all the promises that 
were needed. 

“Lucy, dearest Lucy, you must be very dear to me now.” 
And then they were in each other’s arms, kissing each other. 

Lady Lufton now desired her coachman to drive up and 
down for some little space along the road while she com- 
pleted her necessary conversation with Lucy. She wanted 
at first to carry her back to Framley that evening, promising 
to send her again to Mrs. Crawley on the following morn- 
ing — “tiU some permanent arrangement could be made,” 
by which Lady Lufton intended the substitution of a regu- 
lar nurse for her future daughter-in-law, seeing that Lucy 
Robarts was now invested in her eyes with attributes which 
made it unbecoming that she should sit in attendance at 
Mrs. Crawley’s bedside. But Lucy would not go back to 
Framley on that evening; no, nor on the next morning. She 
would be so glad if Fanny would come to her there, and 
then she would arrange about going home. 

“But Lucy, dear, what am I to say to Ludovic? Perhaps 
you would feel it awkward if he were to come to see you 
here.” 

“Oh, yes. Lady Lufton; pray tell him not to do that.” 

“And is that all that I am to teU him?” 

“TeU bim — ^tell him — ^he won’t want you to tell him 
anything; — only I should like to be quiet for a day. Lady 
Lufton.” 

“Well, dearest, you shall be quiet; the day after to-mor- 
row then. — ^Mind, we must not spare you any longer, be- 
cause it will be right that you should be at home now. He 
would think it very hard if you were to be so near, and he 
was not to be allowed to look at you. And there will be 
some one else who will want to see you. I shall want to have 
you very near to me, for I shall be wretched, Lucy, if I can- 
not teach you to love me.” In answer to which Lucy did 
find voice enough to make sundry promises. 

And then she was put out of the carriage at the little 
wicket gate, and Lady Lufton was driven back to Framley. 
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I wonder whether the servant when he held the door for 
Miss Robarts was conscious that he was waiting on his 
future mistress. I fancy that he was, for these sort of people 
always know everything, and the peculiar courtesy of his 
demeanour as he let down the carriage steps was very ob- 
servable. 

Lucy felt almost beside herself as she returned upstairs, 
not knowing what to do, or how to look, or with what 
words to speak. It behoved her to go at once to Mrs. Craw- 
ley’s room, and yet she longed to be alone. She knew that 
she was quite unable either to conceal her thoughts or ex- 
press them; nor did she wish at the present moment to talk 
to any one about her happiness, — seeing that she could not 
at the present moment talk to Fanny Robarts. She went, 
however, without delay into Mrs. Crawley’s room, and 
with that litde eager way of speaking quicldy which is so 
common with people who know that they are confused, 
said that she feared she had been a very long time away. 

“And was it Lady Lufton?” 

“Yes; it was Lady Lufton.” 

“Why, Lucy; I did not know that you and her ladyship 
were such friends.” 

“She had something particular she wanted to say,” said 
Lucy, avoiding the question, and avoiding also Mrs. Craw- 
ley’s eyes; and then she sat down in her usual chair. 

“It was nothing unpleasant, I hope.” 

“No, nothing at all unpleasant; nothing of that kind. — 
Oh, Mrs. Cravdey, I’ll tell you some other time, but pray 
do not ask me now.” And then she got up and escaped, for 
it was absolutely necessary that she should be alone. 

When she reached her own room — ^that in which the 
children usually slept — she made a great effort to compose 
herself, but not altogether successfully. She got out her 
paper and blotting-book, intending, as she said to herself, 
to write to Fanny, knowing, however, that the letter when 
written would be destroyed; but she was not able even to 
form a word. Her hand was imsteady and her eyes were 
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flim and her thoughts were incapable of being jSxed. She 
could only sit, and think, and wonder and hope; occasion- 
ally wiping the tears from her eyes, and asking herself why 
her present frame of mind was so painful to her? Dxiring the 
last two or three months she had felt no fear of Lord Luf- 
ton, had always carried herself before him on equal terms, 
and had been signally capable of doing so when he made 
his declaration to her at the parsonage; but now she looked 
forward with an undefined dread to the first moment in 
which she should see him. 

And then she thought of a certain evening she had passed 
at Framley Court, and acknowledged to herself that there 
was some pleasure in looking back to that. Griselda Grant- 
ly had been there, and all the constitutional powers of the 
two families had been at work to render easy a process of 
love-making between her and Lord Lufton. Lucy had seen 
and understood it all, without knowing that she under- 
stood it, and had, in a certain degree, suffered from behold- 
ing it. She had placed herself apart, not complaining — ^pain- 
fuffy conscious of some inferiority, but, at the same time, 
almost boasting to herself that in her own way she was the 
superior. And then he had come behind her chair, whisper- 
ing to her, speaking to her his first words of kindness and 
good-nature, and she had resolved that she would be his 
mend — ^his friend, even though Griselda Grantly might be 
his wife. What those resolutions were worth had soon be- 
come manifest to her. She had soon confessed to herself 
the residt of that friendship, and had determined to bear 

her punishment with courage. But now 

She sate so for about an hour, and would fain have so sat 
out the day. But as this could not be, she got up, and having 
washed her face and eyes returned to Mrs. Crawley’s room. 
There she found Mr. Crawley also, to her great joy, for she 
knew that while he was there no questions would be asked 
of her. He was always very gentle to her, treating her with 
an old-fashioned, polished respect — except when compel- 
led on that one occasion by his sense of duty to accuse her 
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of mendacity respecting the purveying of victuals — but 
he had never become absolutely familiar ■with her as his 
wife had done; and it was well for her now that he had not 
done so, for she could not have talked about Lady Lufton. 

In the evening, when the three were present, she did 
manage to say that she e3q)ected Mrs. Robarts would come 
over on the following day. 

“We shall part with you. Miss Robarts, "with the deepest 
regret,” said Mr. Crawley; “but we would not on any ac- 
count keep you longer. Mrs. Crawley can do •without you 
now. What she would have done, had you not come to us, 
I am at a loss to think.” 

“I did not say that I should go,” said Lucy. 

“But you ■will,” said Mrs. Crawley. “Yes, dear you ■will. 
I know that it is proper now that you should return. Nay, 
but we ■will not have you any longer. And the poor dear 
children, too, — ^they may return. How am I to thank Mrs. 
Robarts for what she has done for us?” 

It was setded that if Mrs. Robarts came on the following 
day Lucy should go back ■with her; and then, during the 
long watches of the night — ^for on this last night Lucy 
would not leave the bed-side of her new friend till long 
after the da^wn had broken, she did tell Mrs. Crawley what 
was to be her destiny in life. To herself there seemed noth- 
ing strange in her new position; but to Mrs. Crawley it was 
wonderfm that she — she, poor as she was — should have an 
embryo peeress at her bedside, handing her her cup to 
drink, and smoothing her pillow that she might be at rest. 
It was strange, and she could hardly maintain her accus- 
tomed familiarity. Lucy felt this at the moment. 

“It must make no difference, you know,” said she eager- 
ly; “none at all, between you and me. Promise me that it 
shall make no d^erence.” 

The promise was, of course, exacted; but it was not pos- 
sible that such a promise should be kept. 

Very early on the foUo^wing morning — so early that it 
woke her while still in her first sleep — ^there came a letter 
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for tier from the parsonage. Mrs. Robarts had written it, 
after her return home from Lady Lufton’s dinner. 

The letter said: — 

“Mt O'wn own Darling, — ^How am I to congratulate 
you, and be eager enough in wishing you j oy? I do wish you 
joy, and am so very happy. I write now chiefly to say that I 
shall be over with you about twelve to-morrow, and that I 
mmt bring you away with me. If I did not some one else, by 
no means so trustworthy, would insist on doing it.” 

But this, though it was thus stated to be the chief part of the 
letter, and though it might be so in matter, was by no means 
so in space. It was very long, for Mrs. Robarts had sat writ- 
ing it ^ past midnight. 

“I will not say anything about him,” she went on to say, 
after two pages had been fllled with his name, “but I must 
tell you how beautifully she has behaved. You will own 
that she is a dear woman; will you not?” 

Lucy had already owned it many times since the visit of 
yesterday, and had declared to herself, as she has continued 
to declare ever since, that she had never doubted it. 

“She took us by surprise when we got into the drawing- 
room before dinner, and she told us first of all that she had 
been to see you at Hogglestock. Lord Lufton, of course, 
could not keep the secret, but brought it out instantly, I 
can’t teU you now how he told it all, but I am sure you will 
believe t^t he did it in the best possible manner. He took 
my hand and pressed it half a dozen times, and I thought he 
was going to do something else; but he did not, so you need 
not be jealous. And she was so nice to Mark, saying such 
things iu praise of you, and paying all manner of compli- 
ments to yoiir father. But Lord Lufton scolded her im- 
mensely for not bringing you. He said it was lackadaisical 
and nonsensical; but I could see how much he loved her for 
what she had done; and she could see it too, for I know her 
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ways, and know that she was delighted with him. She could 
not keep her eyes off him all the evening, and certainly I 
never did see him look so weU. 

“And then while Lord Lufton and Mark were in the 
dining-room, where they remained a terribly long time, she 
would make me go through the house that she might show 
me your rooms, and explain how you were to be mistress 
there. She has got it all arranged to perfection, and I am 
sure she has been thinking about it for years. Her great fear 
at present is that you and he should go and live at Lufton. 
If you have any gratitude in you, either to her or me, you 
will not let him do this. I consoled her by saying that there 
are not two stones uponone another at Lufton as yet; and I 
believe such is the case. Besides, everybody says that it is the 
ugliest spot in the world. She went on to declare, with tears 
in her eyes, that if you were content to remain at Framley, 
she wotild never interfere in anything. I do thin k that she is 
the best woman that ever lived.” 

So much as I have given of this letter formed but a small 
portion of it, but it comprises all that is necessary that we 
should know. Exactly at twelve o’clock on that day Puck 
the pony appeared, with Mrs. Robarts and Grace Crawley 
behind him, Grace having been brought back as being cap- 
able of some service in the house. Nothing that was con- 
fidential, and very little that was loving, could be said at the 
moment, because Mr. Crawley was there, waiting to bid 
Miss Robarts adieu; and he had not as yet been informed of 
what was to be the future fate of his visitor. So they could 
only press each other’s hands and embrace, which to Lucy 
was almost a relief; for even to her sister-in-law she hardly 
as yet knew how to speak openly on this sub j ect. 

“May God Almighty bless you. Miss Robarts,” said Mr. 
Crawley, as he stood in his dingy sitting-room ready to lead 
her out to the pony-carriage. “You have brought sunshine 
into this house, even in the time of sickness, when there was 
no sunshine; and He will bless you. You have been the 
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Good Samantan, binding up the wounds of the afflicted, 
pouring in oil and balm. To the mother of my children you 
have given life, and to me you have brought light, and com- 
fort, and good words, — ^making my spirit glad within me 
as it had not been gladdened before. AH this hath come of 
charity, which vaunteth not itself and is not puffed up. 
Faith and hope are great and beautiful, but charity exceed- 
eth them aU,” And having so spoken, instead of leading her 
out, he went away and hid himself. 

jHow Puck behaved himself as Fanny drove him back to 
Framley, and how those two ladies in the carriage behaved 
themselves — of that, perhaps, nothing further need be said. 


CHAPTER XLVII 
Nemesis 

B ut in spite of aU these joyful tidings it must, alas! be 
remembered that Poena, that just but Rhadamanthine 
goddess, whom we modems ordinarily call Punish- 
ment, or Nemesis when we wish to speak of her goddess- 
ship, very seldom fails to catch a wicked man though she 
have sometimes a lame foot of her own, and though the 
wicked man may possibly get a start of her. In this instance 
the wicked man had been our rmfortunate friend Mark 
Robarts; wicked in that he had wittingly touched pitch, 
gone to Gatherum Castle, ridden fast mares across the coun- 
try to Cobbolff s Ashes, and fallen very imprudently among 
the Toners; and the instrument used by Nemesis was Mr. 
Tom Towers of the Jupiter, than whom, in these our days, 
there is no deadlier scourge in the hands of that goddess. 

In the first iustance, however, I must mention, though I 
win not relate, a little conversation which took place be- 
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tween Lady Lufton and Mr. Robarts. That gentleman 
thought it right to say a few words more to her ladyship 
respecting those money transactions. He could not but feel, 
he said, that he had received that prebendal stall from the 
hands of Mr. Sowerby; and under such circumstances, con- 
sidering all that had happened, he could not be easy in his 
mind as long as he held it. What he was about to do would, 
he was aware, delay considerably his final settlement with 
Lord Lufton; but Lufton, he hoped, would pardon that, 
and agree with Mm as to the propriety of what he was 
about to do. 

On the first blush of the thing Lady Lufton did not quite 
go along with him. Now that Lord Lufton was to marry the 
parson’s sister it might be well that the parson should be a 
dignitary of the church; and it might be well, also, that one 
so nearly connected with her son should be comfortable in 
Ms money matters. There loomed, also, in the future, some 
distant possibility of Mgher clerical honours for a peer’ s 
brother-in-law; and the top rung of the ladder is always 
more easily attained when a man has already ascended a 
step or two. But, nevertheless, when the matter came to be 
fuUy explained to her, when she saw clearly the circum- 
stances under wMch the stall had been conferred, she did 
agree that it had better be given up. 

And well for both of them it was — ^weU for them aU at 
Framley — ^that tMs conclusion had been reached before the 
scourge of Nemesis had fallen. Nemesis, of course, declar- 
ed that her scourge had produced the resignation; but it 
was generally understood that tMs was a false boast, for aU 
clerical men at Barchester knew that the stall had been re- 
stored to the chapter, or, in other words, into the hands of 
the Government, before Tom Towers had twirled the fatal 
lash above Ms head. But the manner of the twirUng was as 
follows: — 

“It is with difficulty enough,” said the article in Jupi- 

ter, “that the Church of England maintains at the present 
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moment that ascendancy among the religious sects of this 
country which it so loudly claims. And perhaps it is rather 
from an old-fashioned and time-honoured affection for its 
standing than from any intrinsic merits of its own 
some such general acknowledgment of its ascendancy is 
still allowed to prevail. If, however, the patrons and clerical 
members of this Church are bold enough to disregard all 
general rules of decent behaviour, we think we may predict 
that this chivalrous feeling will be found to give way. From 
time to time we hear of instances of such imprudence, and 
are made to wonder at the folly of those who are supposed 
to hold the State Church in the greatest reverence. 

“Among those positions of dignified ease to which for- 
tunate clergymen may be promoted are the stalls of the 
canons or prebendaries in our cathedrals. Some of these, as 
is well known, carry little or no emolument with them, but 
some are rich in the good things of this world. Excellent 
family houses are attached to them, with we hardly know 
what domestic privileges, and clerical incomes, moreover, 
of an amount which, if divided, would make glad the 
hearts of many a hard-working clerical slave. Reform has 
been busy even among these stalls, attaching some amount 
of work to the pay, and paring off some superfluous wealth 
from such of them as were over full; but reform has been 
lenient with them, acknowledging that it was well to have 
some such places of comfortable and dignified retirement 
for those who have worn themselves out in the hard work 
of their profession. There has of late prevailed a taste for 
the appointment of young bishops, produced no doubt by 
a feeling that bishops shoxild be men fitted to get through 
really hard work; but we have never heard that young pre- 
bendaries were considered desirable. A clergyman selected 
for such a position should, we have always thought, have 
earned an evening of ease by a long day of work, and should, 
above all things, be one whose life has been, and therefore 
in human probability will be, so decorous as to be honour- 
able to the cathedral of his adoption. 
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“We were, however, the other day given to understand 
that one of these luxurious benefices, belonging to the 
cathedral of Barchester, had been bestowed on the Rev. 
Mark Robarts, the vicar of a neighbouring parish, on the 
understanding that he should hold the hving and the stall 
together; and on making further inquiry we were surprised 
to learn that this fortunate gentleman is as yet considerably 
under thirty years of age. We were desirous, however, of 
believing that his learning, his piety, and his conduct, might 
be of a nature to add peculiar grace to his chapter, and there- 
fore, though almost unwillingly, we were silent. But now 
it has come to our ears, and, indeed, to the ears of all the 
world, that this piety and conduct are sadly wanting; and 
judging of Mr. Robarts by his life and associates, we are in- 
clined to doubt even the learning. He has at this moment, 
or at any rate had but a few days since, an execution in his 
parsonage house at Framley, on the suit of certain most dis- 
reputable bill discounters in London; and probably wovdd 
have another execution in his other house in Barchester 
close, but for the fact that he has never thought it necessary 
to go into residence.” 

Then followed some very stringent, and, no doubt, much- 
needed advice to those clerical members of the Church of 
England who are supposed to be mainly responsible for the 
conduct of their brethren; and the article ended as follows:— 

“Many of these stalls are in the gift of the respective 
deans and chapters, and in such cases the dean ^d chapter 
are bound to see that proper persons are appointed; but in 
other instances the power of selection is vested in the 
Crown, and then an equal responsibility rests on the gov- 
ernment of the day. Mr. Robarts, we learn, was appointed 
to the stall in Barchester by the late Prime Is^ster, and we 
really rbink that a grave censure rests on hto for the man- 
ner in which his patronage has been exercised. It may be 
impossible that he should himself in all such cases satisfy 
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himself by personal inquiry. But out government is alto- 
gether conducted on the footing of vicarial responsibility. 
^md facit per alium^facit per se^ is in a special manner true of 
our ministers, and any man who rises to high position 
among them must abide by the danger thereby incurred. In 
this peculiar case we are informed that the recommenda- 
tion was made by a very recently admitted member of the 
Cabinet, to whose appointment we alluded at the time as a 
great mistake. The gentleman in question held no high 
individual office of his own; but evil such as this which has 
now been done at Barchester, is exactly the sort of mischief 
whi^ follows the exaltation of unfit men to high positions, 
even though no great scope for executive failure may be 
placed within their reach. 

“If Mr. Robarts will allow us to tender him our advice he 
will lose no time in going through such ceremony as may 
be necessary again to place the stall at the disposal of the 
Crown!” 

I may here observe that poor Harold Smith, when he 
read this, writhing in agony, declared it to be the handi- 
work of his hated enemy, jMr. Supplehouse. He knew the 
mark; so, at least, he said; but I myself am inclined to be- 
lieve that his animosity misled him. I think that one greater 
than Mr. Supplehouse had taken upon himself the punish- 
ment of our poor vicar. 

This was very dreadful to them all at Framley, and, when 
first read, seemed to crush them to atoms. Poor Mrs. Rob- 
arts, when she heard it, seemed to think that for them the 
world was over. An attempt had been made to keep it from 
her, but such attempts always fail, as did this. The article 
was copied into all the good-natured local newspapers, and 
she soon discovered that something was being hidden. At 
last it was shown to her by her husband, and then for a few 
hours she was annihilated; for a few days she was unwilling 
to show herself; and for a few weeks she was very sad. But 
after that the world seemed to go on much as it had done 
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before; the sun shone upon them as warmly as though the 
article had not been written; and not only the sun of heaven, 
which as a rule, is not limited in his shining by any display 
of pagan thunder, but also the genial sun of their own 
sphere, the warmth and light of which were so essentially 
necessary to their happiness. Neighbouring rectors did not 
look glum, nor did the rectors’ wives remse to call. The 
people in the shops at Barchester did not regard her as 
though she were a disgraced woman, though it must be 
acknowledged that Mrs. Proudie passed her in the dose 
with the coldest nod of recognition. 

On Mrs. Proudie’s mind alone did the article seem to 
have any enduring eflFect. In one respect it was, perhaps, 
benefidal; Lady Lufton was at once induced by it to make 
common cause with her own clergyman, and thus the re- 
membrance of Mr. Robarts’ sins passed away the quicker 
from the minds of the whole Frartdey Court household. 

And, indeed, the county at large was not able to give to 
the matter that undivided attention which would have been 
considered its due at periods of no more than ordinary in- 
terest. At the present moment preparations were being 
made for a general election, and although no contest was to 
take place in the eastern division, a very violent fight was 
being carried on in the west; and the circumstances of that 
fight were so exdting that Mr. Robarts and his artide were 
forgotten before their time. An edict had gone forth from 
Gatherum Castle directing that Mr. Sowerby should be 
turned out, and an answering note of defiance had been 
sounded from Chaldicotes, protesting on behalf of Mr. 
Sowerby, that the duke’s behest would not be obeyed. 

There are two dasses of persons in this realm who are 
constitutionally ineffident to take any part in returning 
members to Parliament — peers, namely, and women; and 

yetitwassoonknown through thewholelength and breadth 

of the county that the present electioneering fight was be- 
ing carried on between a peer and a woman. Miss Dunstable 
had been dedared the purchaser of the Chace of Chaldi- 
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cotes, as it were just in the very nick of time; which pur- 
chase — so men in Barchester declared, not knowing any- 
thing of the facts — ^would have gone altogether the other 
way, had not the giants obtained temporary supremacy over 
the gods. The duke was a supporter of the gods, and there- 
fore, so Mr. Fothergill hinted, his money had been refused. 
Miss Dunstable was prepared to beard this ducal friend of 
the gods in his own county, and therefore her money had 
been taken. I am inclined, however, to think that Mr. Foth- 
ergill knew nothing about it, and to opine that Miss Dun- 
stable, in her eagerness for victory, offered to the Crown 
more money than the property was worth in the duke’s 
opinion, and that the Crown took advantage of her anxiety, 
to the manifest profit of the public at large. 

And it soon became known also that Miss Dunstable 
was, in fact, the proprietor of the whole Chaldicotes estate, 
and that in promoting the success of Mr. Sowerby as a can- 
didate for the county, she was standing by her own tenant. 
It also became known, in the course of the battle, that Miss 
Dunstable had herself at last succumbed, and that she was 
about to marry Dr. Thorne of Greshamsbury, or the “Gre- 
shamsbury apothecary,” as the adverse party now delight- 
ed to call him. “He has been little better than a quack all his 
life,” said Dr. Fillgrave, the eminent physician of Barches- 
ter, “and now he is going to marry a quack’s daughter.” By 
which, and the like to which. Dr. Thome did not allow 
himself to be much annoyed. 

But all this gave rise to a very pretty series of squibs ar- 
ranged between Mr. Fothergill and Mr. Closerstill, the 
electioneeriug agent. Mr. Sowerby was named “the ladys’ 
pet,” and descriptions were given of the lady who kept this 
pet, which were by no means flattering to Miss Dunstable’s 
appearance, or manners, or age. And then the western divi- 
sion of the county was asked in a grave tone — as counties 
and boroughs are asked by means of advertisements stuck 
up on bUnd walls and barn doors — ^whether it was fitting 
and proper that it should be represented by a woman. Upon 



Nemesis 293 

which the cotinty was again asked whether it was fitting 
and proper that it should be represented by a duke. And 
then the question became more personal as against Miss 
Dunstable, and inquiry was urged whether the county 
would not be indelibly disgraced if it were not only hand- 
ed over to a woman, but handed over to a woman who sold 
the oil of Lebanon. But little was got by this move, for an 
answering placard explained to the unfortunate county how 
deep would be its shame if it allowed itself to become the 
appanage of any peer, but more especially of a peer who 
was known to be the most immoral lord that ever disgraced 
the benches of the upper house. 

And so the batde went on very prettily, and, as money 
was allowed to flow freely, the West Barsetshire world at 
large was not ill satisfied. It is wonderful how muA dis- 
grace of that kind a borough or county can endure without 
flinching; and wonderful, also, seeing how supreme is the 
value attached to the Constitution by the realm at large, 
how very Htde the principles of that Constitution are valu- 
ed by the people in det^. The duke, of course, did not 
show himself. He rarely did on any occasion, and never on 
such occasions as this; but Mr. Fothergill was to be seen 
everywhere. Miss Dunstable, also, did not hide her light 
under a bushel; though I here declare, on the faith of an 
historian, that the rumour spread abroad of her having 
made a speech to the electors from the top of the porch over 
the hotel-door at Courcy was not founded on fact. No 
doubt she was at Courcy, and her carriage stopped at the 
hotel; but neither there nor elsewhere did she make any 
public exhibition. “They must have mistaken me for Mrs. 
Proudie,” she said, when the rumour reached her ears. 

But there was, ^as! one great element of failure on Miss 
Dunstable’s side of the battle. Mr. Sowerby himself coifld 
not be induced to fight it as became a man. Any positive 
injunctions that were laid upon him he did, in a sort, obey. 
It had been a part of the bargain that he should stand the 
contest, and from that bargain he could not well go back; 
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but he had not the spirit left to him for any true fighting on 
his own part. He could not go up on the hustings, and there 
defy the duke. Early in the affair, Mr. FothergiU challenged 
him to do so, and Mr. Sowerby never took up the gauntlet. 

“We have heard,” said Mr. FothergiU, in that great 
speech which he made at the Omnium Arms at SUverbridge 
— “we have heard much during this election of the Duke of 
Omnium and of the injuries which he is supposed to have 
inflicted on one of the candidates. The duke’s nameis very 
frequent in the mouths of the gentlemen — and of the lady 
— who support Mr Sowerby’s claims. But I do not think 
that Mr. Sowerby himself has dared to say much about the 
duke. I defy Mr. Sowerby to mention the duke’s name 
upon the hustings.” 

And it so happened that Mr. Sowerby never did mention 
the duke’s name. 

It is ill fighting when the spirit is gone, and Mr. Sower- 
by’s spirit for such things was now well nigh broken. It is 
true that he had escaped from the net in which the duke, by 
Mr. FothergiU’s aid, had entangled him; but he had only 
brokenoutofonecaptivity into another. Moneyis a serious 
thing; and when gone cannot be had back by a shuffle in the 
game, or a fortunate blow with the battledore, as may poli- 
tical power, or reputation, or fashion. One hundred thou- 
sand pounds gone, must remain as gone, let the person who 
claims to have had the honour of advancing it be Mrs. B. or 
my Lord C. No lucky dodge can erase such a claim from the 
things that be — ^unless, indeed, such dodge be possible as 
Mr. Sowerby tried with Miss Dunstable. It was better for 
him, undoubtedly, to have the lady for a creditor than the 
duke, seeing that it was possible for him to live as a tenant 
in his own old house under the lady’s reign. But this he 
found to be a sad enough life, after all that was come and 
gone. 

The election on Miss Dunstable’s part was lost. She car- 
ried on the contest nobly, fighting it to the last moment, 
and sparing neither her own money nor that of her antag- 
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onist; but she carried it on unsuccessfully. Many gentlemen 
did support Mr. Sowerby because they were willing enough 
to emancipate their county from the duke’s thraldom; but 
Mr. Sowerby was felt to be a black sheep, as Lady Lufton 
had called him, and at the close of the election he found 
himself banished from the representation of West Barches- 
ter; — banished for ever, after having held the county for 
five-and-twenty years. 

Unfortunate Mr. Sowerby! I cannot take leave of him 
here without some feeling of regret, knowing that there 
was that within him which might, under better guidance, 
have produced better things. There are men, even of high 
birth, who seem as though they were bom to Ije rogues; but 
Mr. Sowerby was, to my thinking, bom to be a gentleman. 
That he had not been a gentleman — ^that he had bolted from 
his appointed course, going terribly on the wrong side of 
the posts — ^let us ail acknowledge. It is not a gentlemanlike 
deed, but a very blackguard action, to obtain a friend’s 
acceptance to a bill in an imguarded hour of social inter- 
course. That and other similar doings have stamped his 
character too plainly. But, nevertheless, I claim a tear for 
Mr. Sowerby, and lament that he has failed to run his race 
discreetly, in accordance with the rules of the Jockey Club. 

He attempted that plan of living as a tenant in his old 
house at Chaldicotes, and of making a living out of the land 
which he farmed; but he soon abandoned it. He had no 
aptitude for such industry, and could not endure his altered 
position in the county. He soon relinquished Chaldicotes of 
his own accord, and has vanished away, as such men do 
vanish — ^notaltogetherwithoutnecessary income; to which 
point in the final arrangement of theic joint afl&irs, Mrs. 
Thome’s man of business — ^if I may be allowed so far to 
anticipate — paid special attention. And thus Lord Dum- 
bello, the duke’s nominee, got in, as the duke’s nominee 
had done for very many years past. There was no Nemesis 
here — ^none as yet. Nevertheless, she with the lame foot 
will assuredly catch him, the duke, if it be that he deserve to 
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be caught. With us his grace’s appearance has been so un- 
frequent that I think we may omit to make any further in- 
quiry as to his concerns. 

One point, however, is worthy of notice, as showing the 
good sense with which we manage our aflFairs here in Eng- 
land. In an early portion of this story the reader was intro- 
duced to the interior of Gatherum Castle, and there saw 
Miss Dunstable entertained by the duke in the most friend- 
ly manner. Since those days the lady has become the duke’s 
neighbour, and has waged a war with him, which he prob- 
ably felt to be very vexatious. But, nevertheless, on the next 
great occasion at Gatherum Castle, Doctor andMrs. Thome 
were among the visitors, and to no one was the duke more 
personally courteous than to his opulent neighbour, the 
late Miss Dunstable. 


CHAPTER XLVIII 

Hm they were all Married, had two Children, and lived 
happy ever ajter 

D ear, affectionate, sympatheticreaders, we have four 
couple of sighing lovers with whom to deal in this 
our last chapter, and I, as leader of the chorus, dis- 
dain to press you further with doubts as to the happiness of 
any of that quadrille. They were all made happy, in spite of 
that little episode which so lately took place at Barchester; 
and in telling of their happiness — shortly, as is now neces- 
sary — ^we wul take them chronologically, giving preced- 
ence to those who first appeared at the hymeneal altar. In 
July, then, at the cathedral, by the father of the bride, assist- 
ed by his examining chaplain, Olivia Proudie, the eldest 
daughter of the Bishop of Barchester, was joined in mar- 
riage to the Rev. Tobias Tickler, incumbent of the Trinity 
district church in Bethnal Green. Of the bridegroom in this 
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instance, our acquaintance has been so short, that it is not 
perhaps, necessary to say much. When coming to the wed- 
ding he proposed to bring his three darling children with 
>»im; but in this measure he was, I think prudently, stopped 
by advice, rather strongly worded, from his future valued 
mother-in-law. Mr. Tickler was not an opulent man, nor 
had he hitherto attained any great fame in his profession; 
but, at the age of forty-three he still had sufficient oppor- 
tunity before him, and now that his merit has been proper- 
ly viewed by high ecclesiastical eyes the refreshing dew of 
deserved promotion will no doubt fall upon him. The mar- 
riage was very smart, and Olivia carried herself through the 
trying ordeal with an excellent propriety of conduct. 

Up to that time, and even for a few days longer, there 
was doubt at Barchester as to that strange journey which 
Lord Dumbello undoubtedly did take to France. When a 
man so drcumstanced will suddenly go to Paris, without 
notice given even to his future bride, people must doubt; 
and grave were the apprehensions expressed on this occa- 
sion by Mrs. Proudie, even at her child’s wedding break- 
fast. “God bless you, my dear children,” she said, standing 
up at the head of her table as she addressed Air. Tickler and 
his wife; “when I see your perfect happiness — ^perfert, that 
is, as far as human happiness can be made perfect in this 
vale of tears — and think of the terrible calamity which has 
fallen on our unfortunate neighbours, I cannot but ack- 
nowledge His infinite mercy and goodness. The Lord giv- 
eth, and the Lord taketh away.” By which she intended, no 
doubt, to signify that whereas Mr. Tickler had been given 
to her Olivia, Lord Dumbello had been taken away from 
the archdeacon’s Griselda. The happy couple then went in 
Mrs. Proudie’s carriage to the nearest railway station but 
one, and thence proceeded to Malvern, and there spent the 
honeymoon. 

And a great comfort it was, I am sure, to Mrs. Proudie 
when authenticated tidings reached Barchester that Lord 
Dumbello had returned from Paris, and that the Hartletop- 
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Grandy alliance was to be carded to its completion. She 
still, however, held her opinion — ^whether correctly or not 
who shall say? — ^that the young lord had intended to escape. 
“The archdeacon has shown great firmness in the way in 
which he has done it,” said Mrs. Proudie; “but whether he 
has consulted his child’s best interests in forcing her into a 
marriage with an unwilling husband, I for one must take 
leave to doubt. But then, unfortunately, we all know how 
completely the archdeacon is devoted to worldly matters.” 

In this instance the archdeacon’s devotion to worldly 
matters was rewarded by that success which he no doubt 
desired. He did go up to London, and did see one or two of 
Lord Dumbello’s friends. This he did, not obtrusively, as 
though in fear of any falsehood or vacillation on the part of 
the viscount, but with that discretion and tact for which he 
has been so long noted. Mrs. Proudie declares that during 
the few days of his absence from Barsetshire he himself 
crossed to France and hunted down Lord Dumbello at 
Paris . As to this I am not prepared to say anything; but I am 
quite sure, as will be all those who knew the archdeacon, 
that he was not a man to see his daughter wronged as long 
as any measure remained by which such wrong might be 
avoided. 

But, be that as it may — ^that mooted question as to the 
archdeacon’s journey to Paris — ^Lord Dumbello was forth- 
comingatPlumsteadonthe 5 thof August, and wentthrough 
his work like a man. The Hartietop family, when the alli- 
ance was found to be unavoidable, endeavoured to arrange 
that the wedding should be held at Hartietop Priory, in 
order that the clerical dust and dmginess of Barchester Close 
might not soil the splendour of the marriage gala doings; 
for, to tell the truth, the Hartletopians, as a rme, were not 
proud of their new clerical connections. But on this subject 
Mrs. Grantiy was very properly inexorable; nor, when an 
attempt was made on the bride to induce her to throw over 
her mamma at the last moment and pronounce for herself 
that she would be married at the priory, was it attended 
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with any success. The Hartletopians knew nothing of the 
Grantly fibre and calibre, or they would have made no such 
attempt. The marriage took place at Plumstead, and on the 
morning of the day Lord Dumbello posted over from Bar- 
chester to the rectory. The ceremony was performed by the 
archdeacon, without assistance, although the dean, and the 
precentor, and two other clergymen, were at the ceremony. 
Griselda’s propriety of conduct was quite equal to that of 
Olivia Proudie; indeed, nothing could exceed the statu- 
esque grace and fine aristocratic bearing with which she 
carried herself on the occasion. The three or four words 
which the service required of her she said with ease and dig- 
nity; there was neither sobbing nor crying to disturb the 
work or embarrass her friends, and she signed her name in 
the church books as “Griselda Grantly” without a tremor 
— and without a regret. 

Mrs. Grantly kissed her and blessed her in the hall as she 
was about to step forward to her travelling carriage, lean- 
ing on her father’s arm, and the child put up her face to her 
mother for a last whisper. “Mamma,” she said, “I suppose 
Jane can put her hand at once on the moire antique when 
we reach Dover?” Mrs. Grantly smiled and nodded, and 
again blessed her child. There was not a tear shed — at 
least, not then — ^nor a sign of sorrow to cloud for a mo- 
ment the gay splendour of the day. But the mother did be- 
think herself, in the sohtude of her own room, of those last 
words, and did acknowledge a lack of something for which 
her heart had sighed. She had boasted to her sister that she 
had nothing to regret as to her daughter’s education; but 
now, when she was alone after her success, did she feel that 
she could still support herself with that boast? For, be it 
known, Mrs. Grantly had a heart within her bosom and a 
faith within her heart. The world, it is true, had pressed 
upon her sorely with all its weight of accumulated clerical 
wealth, but it had not utterly crushed her — not her, but 
only her child. For the sins of the father, are they not visited 
on the third and fourth generation? 
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But if any such feeling of remorse did for awhile mar the 
fulness of Mrs. Grantly’s joy, it was soon dispelled by the 
perfect success of her daughter’s married life. At the end of 
the autumn the bride and bridegroom returned from their 
tour, and it was evident to all the circle at Hartletop Priory 
that Lord Dumbello was by no means dissatisfied with his 
bargain. His wife had been admired everywhere to the top 
of his bent. All the world at Ems, and at Baden, and at Nice, 
had been stricken by the stately beauty of the young vis- 
countess. And then, too, her manner, style, and high dig- 
nity of demeanour altogether supported the reverentialfeel- 
ing which her grace and form at first inspired. She never 
derogated from her husband’s honour by the fictitious live- 
liness of gossip, or allowed any one to forget the peeress in 
the woman. Lord Dumbello soon found that his reputa- 
tion for discretion was quite safe in her hands, and that 
there were no lessons as to conduct in which it was neces- 
sary that he should give instruction. 

Before the winter was over she had equally won the 
hearts of all the circle at Hardetop Priory. The duke was 
there and declared to the marchioness that Dumbello could 
not possibly have done better. “Indeed, I do not think he 
could,” said the happy mother. “She sees aU that she ought 
to see, and nothing that she ought not. ” 

And then, in London, when the season came, all men 
sang aU manner of praises in her favour, and Lord Dumbel- 
lo was made aware that he was reckoned among the wisest 
of his age. He had married a wife who managed everything 
for him, who never troubled him, whom no woman dis- 
liked, and whom every man admired. As for feast of reason 
and for flow of soul, is it not a question whether any such 
flows and feasts are necessary between a man and his wife? 
How many men can truly assert that they ever enjoy con- 
nubial flows of soul, or that connubial feasts of reason are 
in their nature enjoyable? But a handsome woman at the 
head of your table, who knows how to dress, and how to 
sit, and how to get in and out of her carriage — ^who will 
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not disgrace her lord by her ignorance, or fret him by her 
coquetry, or disparage him by her talent— how beautiful a 
thing It is! For my own part I thiuk that Griselda Grandy 
was born to be the wife of a great English peer. 

“After all, then,” said Miss Dunstable, speaking of Lady 
Dumbello — she was Mrs. Thorne at this timp — “after all, 
there is some truth in what our quaint latter-day philoso- 
pher tells us— ‘Great are thy powers, O Silence!”’ 

The marriage of om old friends. Dr. Thome and Miss 
Dunstable was the third on the hst, but that did not taVp 
place till the latter end of September. The lawyers on such 
an occasion had no inconsiderable work to accomplish, and 
though the lady was not coy, nor the gentleman slow, it 
was not found practicable to arrange an earlier wedding. 
The ceremony was performed at St. George’s, Hanover 
Square, and was not brilliant in any special degree. London 
at the time was empty, and the few persons whose presence 
was actuary necessary were imported from the country for 
the occasion. The bride was given away by Dr. Easyman, 
and the two bridesmaids were ladies who had lived with 
hCss Dunstable as companions. Young Mr. Gresham and 
his wife were there, as was also Mrs. Harold Smith, who 
was not at aU prepared to drop her old fri end in her new 
sphere of life. 

“We shall caU her Mrs. Thorne instead of Miss Dun- 
stable, and I really think that that wiU be all the difference,” 
said Mrs. Harold Smith. 

To Mrs. Harold Smith that probably was all the differ- 
ence, but it was not so to the persons most concerned. 

According to the plan of life arranged between the doc- 
tor and his wife she was still to keep up her house in Lon- 
don, remaining there during such period of the season as 
she might choose, and receiving him when it might appear 
good to him to visit her; but he was to be the master in the 
country. A mansion at the Chace was to be built, and till 
such time as that was completed, they would keep on the 
old house at Greshamsbury. Into this, small as it was, Mrs. 
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Thorne, — ^in spite of her great wealth, — did not disdain to 
enter. But subsequent citcumstances changed their plans. 
It was found that Mr. Sowerby could not or would not live 
at Chaldicotes; and, therefore, in the second year of their 
marriage, that place was prepared for them. They are now 
well known to the whole county as Dr. and Mrs. Thome of 
Chaldicotes, — of Chaldicotes, in distinction to the well- 
known Thornes of UUathome in the eastern division. Here 
they live respected by their neighbours, and on terms of 
alliance both with the Duke of Omnium and with Lady 
Lufton. 

“Of course those dear old avenues will be very sad to 
me,” said Mrs. Harold Smith, when at the end of a London 
season she was invited down to Chaldicotes; and as she 
spoke she put her handkerchief up to her eyes. 

“Well, dear, what can I do?” said Mrs. Thome. “I can’t 
cut them down; the doctor woxold not let me.” 

“Oh, no,” said Mrs. Harold Smith, sighing; and in spite 
of her feeling she did visit Chaldicotes. 

But it was October before Lord Lufton was made a hap- 
py man; — ^that is, if the fruition of his happiness was a 
greater joy than the anticipation of it. I will not say that the 
happiness of marriage is like the Dead Sea fruit, — an apple 
which, when eaten, turns to bitter ashes in the mouth. Such 
pretended sarcasm would be very false. Nevertheless, is it 
not the fact that the sweetest morsel of love’s feast has been 
eaten, that the freshest, fairest blush of the flower has been 
snatched and has passed away, when the ceremony at the 
altar has been performed, and legal possession has been 
given? There is an aroma of love, an undefinable delicacy 
of flavour, which escapes and is gone before the church por- 
tal is left, vanishing with the maiden name, and incompat- 
ible with the solid comfort appertaining to the rank of wife. 
To love one’s own spouse, and to be loved by her, is the 
ordinary lot of man, and is a duty exacted under penalties. 
But to be allowed to love youth and beauty that is not one’s 
own — ^to know that one is loved by a soft being who still 
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hangs cowering from the eye of the world as though her 
love were all but illicit — can it be that a man is made happy 
when a state of anticipation such as this is brought to a 
close? No; when the husband walks back from the altar, he 
has already swallowed the choicest dainties of his banquet. 
The beef and pudding of married life are then in store for 
him; — or perhaps only the bread and cheese. Let him take 
care lest hardly a crust remain — or perhaps not a crust. 

But before we finish, let us go back for one moment to 
the dainties — ^to the time before the beef and pudding were 
served — ^while Lucy was still at the parsonage, and Lord 
Lufton was stiU staying at Framley Court. He had come up 
one morning, as was now frequently his wont, and, after a 
few minutes’ conversation, Mrs. Robarts had left the room 
— as not unfrequently on such occasions was her wont. 
Lucy was working and continued her work, and Lord Luf- 
ton for a moment or two sat looking at her; then he got up 
abruptly, and, standing before her, thus questioned her: — 

“Lucy,” said he. 

“Well, what of Lucy now? Any particular fault this 
morning?” 

“Yes, a most particular fault. When I asked you, here, in 
this room, on this very spot, whether it was possible that 
you should love me — ^why did you say that it was impos- 
sible?” 

Lucy, instead of answering at the moment, looked down 
upon the carpet, to see if his memory were as good as hers. 
Yes; he was standing on the exact spot where he had stood 
before. No spot in all the world was more frequently clear 
before her own eyes. 

“Do you remember that day, Lucy?” he said again. 

“Yes, I remember it,” she said. 

“Why did you say it was impossible?” 

“Did I say impossible?” 

She knew that she had said so. She remembered how she 
had waited till he had gone, and that then, going to her own 
room, she had reproached herself with the cowardice of the 
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falsehood. She had lied to him then; and now — ^how was 
she punished for it? 

“Well, I suppose it was possible,” she said. 

“But why did you say so when you knew it would make 
me so misetable?” 

“Miserable! nay, but you went away happy enough! I 
thought I had never seen you look better satisfied.” 

“Lucy!” 

“You had done your duty, and had had such a lucky 
escape! What astonished me is that you should have ever 
come back again. But the pitcher may go to the well once 
too often, LordLufton.” 

“But win you tell me the truth now?” 

“Whattruth?” 

“That day, when I came to you — did you love me at aU 
then?” 

“We’ll let bygones be bygones, if you please.” 

“But I swear you shall tell me. It was such a cruel thing 
to answer me as you did, unless you meant it. And yet you 
never saw me again fill ^er my mother had been over for 
you to Mrs. Crawley’s.” 

“It was absence that made me — care for you.” 

“Lucy, I swear I believe you loved me then. ” 

“Ludovic, some conjurer must have told you that.” She 
was standing as she spoke, and, laughing at him, she held 
up her hands and shook her head. But she was now in his 
power, and he had his revenge, — ^his revenge for her past 
falsehood and her present joke. How could he be more hap- 
py when he was made happy by having her all his own, than 
he was now? 

And in these days there again came up that petition as to 
her riding — ^with very different result now than on that 
former occasion. There were ever so many obj ections then. 
There was no habit, and Lucy was — or said that she was — 
afraid; and then, what would Lady Lufton say? But now 
Lady Lufton thought it would be quite right; only were 
they quite sure about the horse? Was Ludovic certain that 
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the horse had been ridden by a lady? And Lady Meredith’s 
habits were dragged out as a matter of course, and one of 
them chipped and snipped and altered, without any com- 
punction. And as for fear, there could be no bolder horse- 
woman than Lucy Robarts. It was quite clear to all Fram- 
ley that riding was the very thing for her. “But I never shall 
be happy, Ludovic, till you have got a horse properly suit- 
edforher,” said Lady Lufton. 

And then, also, came the affair of her wedding garments, 
of her trousseau ^ — as to which I cannot boast that she show- 
ed capacity or steadiness at all equal to that of Lady Dum- 
beUo. Lady Lufton, however, thought it a very serious mat- 
ter; and as, in her opinion, Mrs. Robarts did not go about it 
with sufficient energy, she took the matter mainly into her 
own hands, striking Lucy dumb by her frowns and nods, 
deciding on everything herself, down to the very tags of 
the boot-ties. 

“My dear, you reaUy must allow me to know what I am 
about;” and Lady Liifton patted her on the arm as she 
spoke. “I did it all for Justinia, and she never had reason to 
regret a single thing that I bought. If you’ll ask her, she’ll 
tell you so.” 

Lucy did not ask her future sister-in-law, seeing that she 
had no doubt whatever as to her future mother-in-law’s 
judgment on the articles in question. Only the money! And 
what cotild she want with six dozen pocket-handkerchiefs 
all at once? There was no question of Lord Lufton’s going 
out as governor-general to India! But twelve dozen po cket- 
handkerchiefs had not been too many for Griselda’s im- 
agination. 

And Lucy would sit alone in the drawing-room at Fram- 
ley Court, filling her heart with thoughts of that evening 
when she had first sat there. Shd had then resolved, pain- 
fully, with inward tears, with groanings of her spirit, that 
she was wrongly placed in being in that company. Griselda 
Grantly had been there, quite at her ease, petted by Lady 
Lufton, admired by Lord Lufton; while she had retired out 
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of sight, sore at heart, because she felt herself to be no fit 
companion to those around her. Then he had come to her, 
making matters almost worse by talking to her, brin ging 
the tears into her eyes by his good-nature, but stiU wound- 
ing her by the feeling that she could not speak to him at her 
ease. 

But things were at a different pass with her now. He had 
chosen her — ^her out of all the world, and brought her there 
to share with him his own home, his own honours, and aU 
that he had to give. She was the apple of his eye, and the 
pride of his heart. And the stem mother, of whom she had 
stood so much in awe, who at first had passed her by as a 
thing not to be noticed, and had then sent out to her that 
she might be warned to keep herself aloof, now hardly 
knew in what way she might sufficiently show her love, 
regard, and solicitude. 

I must not say that Lucy was not proud in these mo- 
ments — ^that her heart was not elated at these thoughts. 
Success does beget pride, as failure begets shame. But her 
pride was of that sort which is in no way disgraceful to 
either man or woman, and was accompanied by pure true 
love, and a full resolution to do her duty in that state of life 
to which it had pleased her God to call her. She did rejoice 
greatly to think that she had been chosen, and not Griselda. 
Was it possible that having loved she should not so rejoice, 
or that, rejoicing, she shoxild not be proud of her love? 

Theyspentthewhole-winterabroad,leavingthedowager 
Lady Lufton to her plans and preparations for their recep- 
tion at Framley Court; and in the following spring they ap- 
peared in London, and there set up their staff. Lucy had 
some inner tremblings of the spirit, and quiverings about 
the heart, at thus beginning her duty before the great world, 
but she said litde or nothing to her husband on the matter. 
Other women had done as much before her time, and by 
courage had gone through with it. It would be dreadful 
enough, that position in her own house with lords and 
ladies bowing to her, and stiff members of Parliament for 
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whom it would be necessary to make small talk; but, nerer- 
theless, it was to be endured. The time came, and she did 
endure it. The time came, and before the first six weeks 
were over she found that it was easy enough. The lords and 
ladies got into their proper places and talked to her about 
ordinary matters in a way that made no effort necessary, 
and the members of Parliament were hardly more stiff than 
the clergymen she had known in the neighbourhood of 
Framley. 

She had not been long in town before she met Lady 
DumbeUo. At this interview also she had to overcome 
some little inward emotion. On the few occasions on which 
she had met Griselda Grantly at Framley they had not 
much progressed in friendship, and Lucy had felt that she 
had been despised by the rich beauty. She also in her turn 
had disliked, if she had not despised, her rival. But how 
would it be now? Lady DumbeUo could hardly despise her, 
and yet it did not seem possible that they should meet as 
friends. They did meet, and Lucy came forward with a 
pretty eagerness to give her hand to Lady Lufton’s late 
favourite. Lady DumbeUo smUed sUghtly — ^the same old 
smUe which had come across her face when they two had 
been first introduced in the Framley drawing-room; the 
same smUe without the variation of a line, — ^took the offer- 
ed hand, muttered a word or two, and then receded. It was 
exactly as she had done before. She had never despised 
Lucy Robarts. She had accorded to the parson’s sister the 
amount of cordiaUty with which she usuaUy received her 
acquaintance; and now she could do no more for the peer’s 
wife. Lady DumbeUo and Lady Lufton have known each 
other ever since, and have occasionaUy visited at each oth- 
er’s houses, but the intimacy between them has never gone 
beyond this. 

The dowager came up to town for about a month, and 
whUe there was contented to fiU a second place. She had no 
desire to be the great lady in London. But then came the 
trying period when they commenced theic life together at 
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Framley Court. The elder lady formally renoxmced her 
place at the top of the table, — ^formally persisted in renounc- 
ing it though Lucy with tears implored her to resume it. 
She said also, with equal formality — ^repeating her deter- 
mination over and over again to Mrs. Robarts with great 
energy, — ^that she would ia no respect detract by interfer- 
ence of her own from the authority of the proper mistress 
of the house; but, nevertheless, it is well Imown to every 
one at Framley that old Lady Lufton stUl reigns paramount 
in the parish. 

“Yes, my dear; the big room looking into the little gar- 
den to the south was always the nursery; and if you ask my 
advice, it will still remain so. But, of course, any room you 
please ” 

And the big room looking into the little garden to the 
south is still the nursery at Framley Court. 


THE END 
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